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| TO THE 
SUBSCRIBERS 


F 


Ta E. Proprie or, would be greatly 
wanting in Gratunde, was he not to offer 
his be. Ackno l dgemunts for the very 
kind and liberal Encouragement which 
his Subictioers and the Public, have 
given to his Annual Book of Songs, ever 
fince he has had the honor to publ:ſh 
one (which has been for this ſeven Years 
paſt). B-gs moſt hu mbly to acquaint 


them, That he has enlarged his Book 


B 2 | both 


ro THE SUBSCRIBERS, kc 
both in Bulk and Size, with many other 
Additions which he hopes will meet their 
general Approbation; and that he means 


for the future, to give a beautiful engraved 


Title-page and Frontiſpiece; and begs al- 
ſo, his generous Readers will pay great 
Attention to what he holds forth in the Title- 
page, for this Year, 1793, as he means to 
keep his Word with his Friends and the 
Public in gencral; and that this Book 
contains all the beſt Soxcs ſung in the | 
Pirates, Priſoner, Juft in Time, and Hart- 
ford Bridge, — Alſo, all the Pauxha!! 
Songs» Bermondſey Spa, j#r*<, 


10 CORRESPONDENTS, 


The pretended new Song, ſent by a Lady, may 
be found in the Songſter's Magazine. 


The Correſpondent that ſtyles himſelf clever in 
the Poetical line, ought to uſe bis Abilities to a 
better Purpoſe, as he may be aſſured he will not 
have a Place in this favorite Publication; we only 
' Inform him once for all, that he need not trouble 
himſelf more. | 

Our Correſpondents that have favored us for 
Years paſt, will find many of their Productions 


We beg thoſe Ladies and Gentlemen that ſend 
their Letters from the Country, will pay Poſtage, 
as the Ee falls too heavy on the Printer. 
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THE 


INDE X. 


A 
A MERRY life's, alife fer me, 111 
Adieu, adieu! my only life, 19 
As Thomas, and Harry, Richard, and Jack, 40 
As blythe as the May, . 51 
Ah! ca ira! 60 
As on yon village lawn I fray'd, - 75 
Ah Faſhion ! wherefore doit thou ail, 7 
And will you ſoothe my anguiſh ? 68 
Amidft the illuſions that o'er the mind flutter, 93 
* ol tin ſleep I lay, : 102 
ou geckin wanton boy, 
B 


By the cot in the dale as I Pat d t'other day, 52 


B 3 ewars 


„THE INDEX. Ki 


Beware, beware, ye nymphs and ſwains, 57 
Ben Mizen was a Britiſh tar, 58 
Behold a damſel in diſtreſs, 74 
Behold, deny'd their airy flight, 88 
| | C 
Come chear up, my countrymen, 27 
Come, drink, my friend Harry, 41 
Come ſailors be filling the can, 79 
Come from horrow's dreary cell, 68 
D | 
Dad and the foes are a lighting, 55 
Dear ſir, be adviſed by a friend, 59 
Dear Clora, let's love while in ſoft wanton gales, 80 
— around my head 69 
Dark was the night, and cold the wind, 70 
Eſcap'd from rocks and ſhoals and ſands, 24 
' Examine the world with attention, you'll find, 85 
Ere you © Paſs” you ſhall aid us to 5 95 
| F 
Farewell my deareſt Nancy, EO 17 
For England, when, witn fav'ring gale, 98 
| 6 
Guardian link-boys, pray attend me, 48 
Goddeſs of liberty my ſoul inſpire, ; 69 
Girls hy appear, < 96 
Here, with Liberty bleſt, brighteſt gem 85 ä 
H w charming a cau p, N 66 
Hark ! hark; on yunder diſtant ſhore, 106 
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vii THE INDEX. 


I 
I that once was a ploughman, a ſailor am now, 13 
I fail'd from the downs in the Nancy, 14 
J was the pride of the Thames, 20 
I'm jolly Jack Main-topmaſt 38 
If you'd travel the wide world all over, 35 
Indeed, good Sir, I almoſt fear, : 92 
In freedom I'd live, tho“ our ſlave I may be 93 
I told my nymph, I told her true. 70 
If a lover is told he is falſe to his fair, 67 
I'm ſprightly Dick the ſhoe-maker, 56 
In the world's crooked path where I've been, 59 
| K 

Knights-errant of old, 104 

| 
Lurk o'er the green ſword ; 42 
Look'ye ma'am I'm quite a blade. 44 
Lounger my ſkip thro? the lobby, 45 
Ladies ! would you know what magic 83 
Love was once a harmleſs child; 64 
Love's fevꝰriſh fit | 91 
Love like the opening flower, | 102 
Let mirth and joy appear . 103 
Let bucks and let bloods to praife London 110 

M 


My name's Toby Toſpot, come hither to me, 107 
Mais C ippet, Oh ſay, will you lay in a garret, 25 


My name's Tippy Bob, 49 

Memory repeating, "JON 

Na mair ye bonny laſſes gay, 76 
| O 


o lord what a place is a camp, | F | 


THE INDEX. ix 


Off as on the Thames banks I ſtray, 5 34 
Oh thou wert ſent tocharm me, (0 
O hear me kind and gentle ſwain, _ 
One morn as I trip'd it beſide the green hill, 43 
O'er the barren hills and flow'ry dales, 79 
Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart, 62 
O! with my dearſt Chara bleſt.— 9 
One night, while round the fire we ſat, 97 
Oh, the pretty creature, 101. 
9 FE 
Poor jack, whoſe gay heart kept his 16 
Poor Carlos ſued a beauteous maid, 67 
| 8 
Since ſinging we ſind to 
See ruddy Aurora begins to appear, 84 
Since my fond heart, Auguſta's thine, „ 
Some device my aim to cover, 100 
The filver moon caſt her reſplendent light, 21 
Thoꝰ the muſes ne'er ſmile 23 
Tis woman only that can bleſs mankind, 30 
Toaſts and Sentimenes 115 
Tho' his paſſion in ſilence the youth would 53 
1 . mo a ee in = town, . 53 
he mind oppreſſed by ſleep my go 
Till then 8 may love; * 91 
The ſhipwreck'd tar, on billows toſs'd, 92 


Thro' France, thro? all the German regions, 94 
Tho' by the tempeſt, the bark rudely driven, 97 
The hour, with diſaſter and ſorrow o'er caſt, 99 


There, the moon-ſilver'd waters roam, 101 
Tears that exhale from the ſprings of 2 
The heros ſtout, who dangers ſcorn, 838 
The merry man, „ | 88 
Thy freedom loſt, no more ſweet bird, 87 


The morning dew that wets the roſe, 5 76 


* THE INDEX. 


Tom the fiddler plays a tune, 4$ 
The ſpring now returning, each bird's 49 
The veſſel when by tempeſt toſt 36 
They call me roving Jerry, 37 

| W 
When rural lads and laſſes gay, $3g- -* 
Were old Galen to riſe | 89 


When firſt you won my virgin heart, 3 
When on board our trim veſlel we joyouſly ſail'd go 
When e&'er ſhe bade me, ceaſe to plead, 65 
Where the banners of glory are ſtreaming, 66 
When firſt on the plain I began to appear, 77 
When gentle love firſt fir'd my , 81 


When duty call'd I ſail'd away, 50 
When the lads and the laſſes are met on the green, 86 
When Arthur firſt in court began 41 


With my dog on one ſide, 43 
Whene'er in my travels I 'lighted, 
Well fince we are met I will try for to fing, 28 


When driving through High-gate | 31 
When I had ſcarcely told fifteen, 33 
When Heaven-born Freedom hail'd 105 
| Y 

Young Teddy is an Iriſh lad, 52 


Ve Sons of France awake to glory! 109 


SONG S5, &. 


INTRODUCTORY SONG. 


Sixce ſinging, we find, is the taſte of the age, 
And muſic and mirta all alike does engage; 

My friends and ſu ſcribers will not thiak me wrong 
If by way of a Preface, I ſing them a ſong, 


Sing tantarara, ſing all, &c. 
Each tradeſman, induſtrious, on buſineſs relies, 
And the whim of the iaomeat muſt catch a it flies; 


To live and live honeſt, is ſure the ben plan, 
Aud all are a ſtriving to catch as catch can,” 


Sing tautararara, &c, 


Succeſs 


2 
Succeſs is uncertain, whatever we do, 
Preſeverance, and time will bring all things in view, 
Tho! Printer *gainſt Printer, with enyy may ſtrive, 
And againſt one another ſtill cut and contrive, 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


All ſuch mean contentions, ſtill let me defy, 

The ſucceſs of another ſhall ne'er make me ſigh; 
Yet I'll try ali I can in life's whimſical chace, 
That it may not be- ſaid I am laſt in the race. 


Sing tantararara, try all, &c. 


Let candour ftill over each action preſide, 


Be honeſt induſtry ever my r 
No mortal 1 hate, and I rail at no brother, 


But ſuppoſe I've a right, yet, to try like another, 
Sing tantararara, &c. 


In quality, quantity, neatneſs, and ſize, | 

I ſubmir it to thoſe who will truit their own eyes; 

New ſongs and new ſubjects, muſt ſurely be right, 

And Mirth, Love, and My/ic each one delight. , 


Sing tantararara, xc. 


With the gay whims of fancy I'll conſtantly rove, 
That each voice may e ſuited with laughter or love t 
The toper, the ſportſman, alike, each may find 
A ſong, toaſt, or ſentiment juſt to his mind. 

| Sing tanta: arara, &Cc, 


- 


To the feſtival come then, ye old and ye young, 
Relax the fatigues of the day with a ſong ; 
Let Friendſhip, ail 5leaſing, her enſign Aolay, 
And while we have health and have life, let's be gay, 
| Sing tantararara, &c. 
THE 


1 4 1 
THE LUCKY ESCAPE. 


I THAT once was a ploughman, a ſailor am now. 
No lark that aloft in the fe- | 

Ever flutter'd his wings, to give ſpeed to the plow, 
Was ſo gay and fo careleſs as I: 

But my friend was a carpenter aboard a King's ſhip, 

And he ax'd me to go juſt to ſea for a trip, 

And he talk'd of ſuch things, 

As if ſailors were Kings, 

And ſo teazing did keep, 

'That I left my poor plow, to go plowing the deep, 

No longer the horn | 

Call'd me up in the morn, | ? 

I truſted to the carpenter and the inconſtant wind, 

That made me for to go and leave my dear behind. 


I did not much like for to be aboard a ſhip, 
When in danger, there's no door to creep out, 

Tlik'd the jolly tars, I lik'd bumbo and flip, 

But 1 aid not like rocking about ; 
By-and-by came a hurricane, I did not like that, 
Noxt a battle that many a ſailor laid flat, 
An! cried i, who would roam, 
'T bat like me-had a home, 
bday ſow and ſ'd reap, FRA 

re I left my piow, to go plowing the deep, 
Where lweetly the horn, we” K 1 . 


At laſt fafe I landed. and in a whole ſkin, 
Nor did I make any long ſtay, * 
Ere I found by a friend, who 1ax'd for my kin, 


Father dead; and my wife ran away; 
Ah! who but thyſelf, ſaid I; haſt thou to blame, 
Wives loſing their huſbands oft loſe their good 

name, th | | 
Ah! why did I roam, 5 
When ſo happy at home, 

RK: O I could 
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I could ſow and could reap, 

Ere I left my poor plow to go plowing the deep ; 
When ſo ſweetly the horn 

Call'd me up in the morn 

Curſe light upon the carpenter and the inconſtant 


wind, | 
That made me for to go and leave my dear behind. 


Why if. that be the caſe, ſaid this very ſame friend, 
And you ben't no more minded to roam, 

Gi's a ſhake of the fiſt, all your care's at an end 
Dad's alive, and your wife's ſafe at home; 

Stark ſtaring with joy I leap'd out of my ſkin, 

Buſs'd my wife, mother, ſiſter, and all of my kin: 

Now cry'd I let them roam 

Who want a good home, 

I am well ſo PI keep, 

Nor again leave the plow to go plowing the deep; 

Once more ſhall the hom 

Call me up in the morn, | 

8 any dd carpenter nor the inconſtant 

Ere tempt me for to go and leave my dear behind. 


TAR FOR ALL WEATHERS. 


I SAIL'D from the Downs in the Nancy, - 
M jib, how it ſmack'd thro* the breeze, 
She is a veſſel as tight to my fancy 
As ever ſail'd on the ſalt feas; , _ 
Then adieu to the white cliffs of Fele Britain, 
Our girls and our dear native ſhore, 
For if ſome hard rocks e ſhould ſplit on, 
We ſhall not ſee them any more. 


CHORUS 


E 


CHORUS- 


But ſailors were born for all weathers, 
Great guns, let it blow high, blow low, 

Our duty keeps us to our tethers, | 

And where the gale drives we muſt go, 


When we entered the gut of Gibraltar, 
I verily thought ſhe'd have ſunk, 
For the wind ſo began for to alter, 
She yaw'd juſt as tho' ſhe was drunk ; 
The ſquall tore the mainſail to ſhivers, 
Helm a weather the hoarſe boatſwain cries, 
Brace the ſail athwart—ſee how ſhe quivers, 
As through the rough tempeſt ſhe flies. 
But ſailors were born, &c. 


The ſtorm came on thicker and faſter, 
As black juſt as pitch was the ſky, 
When truly a doleful diſaſter 
Befel three poor ſailors and I; PRO 
Ben Buntline, Sam Shroud, and Dick Handſail, 
By a blaſt that came furious and hard, 
Juſt as they were furling the mainſail, 
Were every ſoul ſwept from the yard. 
But ſailors were born, &c, 


Poor Ben, Sam, and Dick cry'd vi, 
As for I, at the riſk of my neck, 
While they ſunk down in peace to Old Davy, 
Caught a rope and ſo landed on deck; 
Well, what would you have; we were ſtranded, 
And out of a fine jolly crew, | 5s 
Of three hundred that ſail'd, never landed, 
But I, and I think twenty-two... - * 
But ſailors were born, &c.. | 


br. After 
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After thus we at ſea had miſcary'd, 
Another gueſs way ſat the wind, 
For to England I came, and got marry'd, 
To a laſs that was lovely and kind; 
But whether for joy or vexation, 
We know not for what we are born, 
Perhaps I may find a kind ſtation, 
Perhaps I may touch at Cape Horn. 
But ſailors. were born, &c. 


DEATH OF POOR JACK. 


POOR Jack, wheſe gay heart kept his ſpirits aloft, 
And ever gave mirth its full due, 

Who ſadneſs deſpiſed, nor to grieve was ſo ſoft, 
Which made hum the life cf the crew, 

Having weather'd the tempeſts of ocean and fate, 
Difdaining all hardſhips and fear, 


Haſten'd home to his Poll with his true hearted mate, : 


To be laid up in pleaſure's ſnug tier. 


With a good ſtore of ſhiners his cheſt was ſupply'd. 7 


Says he now I'm on the right tack, 
* For that cherub, on whom I've ſo often rely'd, 
Has home, ſafe and ſound brought poor Jack.” 


To 1 8 Poll he preſs'd, the glad moment was 
t, i | 

When tow'ards church he would take her in tow ; 

And there the good chaplain ſhould ſoon name the 

text, 

That would ſplice em together you know. 

To his meſſmates elated he mentioned the morn, 
And forecaſtle jokes went around, | 

As how that they hoped he'd not double Cape Horn, 
Or on jealouſy's ſhoals run aground ; 

But ſnug at the helm he'd all dangers defy, 
Laugh at thoſe who'd his comforts attack, 

And the ſweet little cherub aloft would eſpy 
Waving enſigns of joy o'er pocr Jack. 


That 


— 


3 


That night which was nam'd by her failor the laſt 
Poll ſhould ſleep in her hammock alone, 

He reſolv'd with his ſhipmates in glee ſhould be paſt, 
And mirth in his countenance ſhone ; 

He troll'd the blythe ſtave, drank a health to his king, 
Good liquor had cheriſh'd his ſoul, 

When a ſeaman a ſignal from beauty did bring, 
Which call'd him away to his Poll ; 

& Avaſt friend adieu! for a moment we part; 
Poll commands me, about I muſt tack; - 

For ſhe's the ſweet cherub that reigns in the heart 
Of your friend and companion poor Jack.“ 


But ſcarce from the cabin of friendſhip he flew 
Ere the ſky form'd a picture ſo dread, 
The rain beat aloud, and the winds fiercely blew, 
And thunder roll'd over his head; | 
For his meſſmates at ſea; how his boſom did ſwell, 
He ſigh'd more than once for their fate; 
Bluelight'ning flaſh'd round him, the kind victim fell, 
His ſoul fled to death's calm retreat. 8 
The cherub, who ever to virtue is near, 
Bore it hence through a clear lucid track, 
Vet gaz'd on his duſt, and dropt a ſalt tear, 
To deprive his ſweet Poll of poor Jack. 


NANCY. OF BRISTOL. 


FAREWELL my deareſt Nancy, 

Since I to the ſeas muſt go, - | 
If the wind it ſhould blow hard, my boys, 
As God would have it ſo; : 8 
The fiſhes in the ocean 

Shall my companions be, 

Since ſo being is a pleaſure love, 
None has my heart * thee. 

3. 
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Our goodly — lay beating 
All on the Engliſh ſhore, 

We hoiſted up our top fails, 

As we had done before ; 

We weigh'd our anchor briſkly, boys, 
Then we ſet ſail ſor ſea, 

Our goodly ſhip ſhe ran a-ground, 
Sweet girl I thought on thee, 


Our goodly ſhip lay beatin 

All BE the Iriſh ſhore, 1 

We put into Cork Harbour, 

And ſtaid a month or more; 

The wind it did blow hard, my boys, 
All things ran croſs with me, 
Whene'er I put my foot on ſhore, 
Sweet girl I thought on thee. 


So fare well Cork Harbour, 

For Gibraltar ſail'd we, 

From thence unto New York, 

From thence to Virginia ; 

Where there were fine towns. and palaces, 
And tty girls I ſee, 

But of all the women in the world, 
'There's are none I love butthee. 


So fare you well Virginia, 

Tis you I leave behind, 

And ſteer my courſe for Briſtol, 
Some comfort for to find. ; 

Thro' love and deſpair, 

Waile ſhe ſat on my knee, 

But of all the woman in the world, 
None has my heart but ſhe. 


THE | 


— 
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THE SOLDIER's ADIEU. 


ADIEU, adicu! my only life, 

My honor calls me from thee, 
Remember thou'rt a ſoldier's wife, 
What thoogh by duty I am call'd 

lat am call'd, 
Where thund* ring A. rattle; 
Where Valor's ſelf might ſtand appal'd, 
When on the wings of thy true love, 
To heaven above thy tender oraiſons are flown, 
The tender prayer thou put'ſ up there, 
Shall call a guardian angel down, 
To watch me in the battle, 


My ſafety thy fair truth ſhall be, 
As ſword and buckler ſerving, 
My life ſhall be more deax to me, 
Becauſe of thy preſerving ; 
Let perils come, let horrors threat, 
Let thund' ring cannons rattle, . 
1 fearleſs ſeek the conflict's heat, 
Aſſured when on the wings of love, 
To heaven above, &c. 


Enough with that benignant ſmile, 
Some kindred god inſpir'd thee, 
Who ſaw thy bofom void of guile, 
Who wonder'd and admit thee; 
I go-afſur'd—-my life adieu 
here thund'ring cannons rattle, 
Where murd' rings carnage ſtalk in view, 
When on the wings of my true love, 
To heaven above, &c, | 


" HAPPY 
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HAPPY JERRY. 


I WAS of pride of all the Thames, 
My name was Natty Jerry, 

The beſt of ſmarts and flaſhy dames, 
I've carried in my wherry ; 

For then no mortal ſoul like me, 
So merrily did jog it, 

Tlov'd my wife and friend—d'ye ſee, 
And won the prize of Dogget; 

In coat and badge ſo neat and ſpruce,. 
I row'd all blyth and merry, 

And all the watermen did uſe, 


To call me happy Jerry. - ; 


But times ſoon chang'd I went to ſea, 
My wife and friend betray'd me, 
And in my abſence treach'rouſly, 
Some pretty frolics play'd me ; 
Return'd, I us'd them Phe a man, 
But ftill *twas ſo provoking, 
I could not joy my very can, 
Nor even fancy ſmoaking ; | 
In'tarniſh'd badge and coat ſo queer; 


No longer blyth and merry, 
Old friends now paſs me with a ſneer, 


And call me diimal Jerry. 


At ſea—as with adang'rous wound, 
I lay under. the ſurgeons, 

Two friends whoſe help I wanted, found 
In every emergence; | 

Soon after my ſweet friend and wife, 
Into that meſs had brought me, 

Theſe two kind friends who ſav'd my life, 
In my misfortunes ſaught me; 


We've: 
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We've come, ery'd they, that once again, 
In coat and badge ſo merry, 

Your kind old friends the watermen, 
May hail you happy Jerry. 


I'm Peggy, once your ſoul's delight, 
To whom you prov'd a rover, 

Who ſince that time in man's attire, 
Have ſought you the world over; 

And I, ery'd t other, am that Jack, 
When boy's ou us'd ſo badly; 

That now the belt friend to your back, 
Then prichee look not fadly, a 

Few words are beſt, I ſeiz'd their hands, 
My grateful heart grew merry, | 

And now in love and friendſhip's bands, 
I'm once more happy Jerry. 


THE AIP WRRCX. 


Sung by Meſſrs. Nie. d,B&LLAMY, Miſe Cosi, 


At Hanover-Square Concert. 
— 


RECITATIVE. 


THE filver moon caſt her reſplendent light, 
Adding freſh luftre to the coming night; 
The veſſel by a ſweet and | rr po gale, 


Upon the Northern ocean 


wift did fail 


The honeſt tar now ſpends his watch on deck, 
Thinks on his abſent love, and cannot check 
The tender hope - that now tho? on the main, 
He ſoon may view his lovely laſs again, 


Turns 


22 oaaw 
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A Wer g cle cloud beſ 
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Turns round his quid—he heaves a ſigh and Pays 
His true affection in his ſimple lays. * 


AIR-MR, NIELD., 


Though now upon the : ſwelling ſeas, 

Far, far remote from joy and eaſe 
Far from my conſtant Sue z 

Still, ſtill my ever faithful heart, 

From true affection ne'er will part, 
But dwells with love and you. 


The mid-watch forms each anxious fear, 
Since abſent from her I hold dear, 
Yet ſtill my lovely Sue,— 
When quitting once the boiſt rous main, 
Homeward to thee I'll P again, 
What joy will then 


RECITATIV Ex MISS CORRIE. 


While thus in honeſt trains Ben chear'd his heart, 
Alleviating every anxious ſmart ; 

beſpread around the 8 
Denoting — a dr ſtorm was 
The — roll, the vivid light'nings flak 
The maſt went over with a horrid e 
Ben view'd the wreck—he thought on hor he lov'd, 
And cannot view the awful ſight unmov'd, 


AIR=—MISS CORRIE.. 
The timbers of my conſtant heart, 
I fear will quickly break ; | 
Ah, Sue, for ever we. ſhall part, g 
I die for thy dear ſake ! 
Alas! thy ever conſtant Ben, 
Will ne'er behold his Sue again. 


RECITATIVE 


1 


RECITATIV D-—MR. BELLAMY., 


He ſcarce had ſpoke before a dreadful wave, 
Threw honeſt Ben into a watery grave 
He ſtruggled hard, in diſmal horror ſigh'd. 
Bleſt Suſan's name, and ev'ry effort try'd ; 
He ſtrove in vain to gain the diſtant ſhore, 
But ſoon exhauſte.-:unk—-to riſe no more! 


FINALE=—MR, BELLAMY. 
Oh, hapleſs tar, unto thy ſhade, 


Let pity drop a tear; 
And every youth and virtuous maid, 
Thy memory revere. 


For even when in danger plung'd, 
Bound round in horror's wreath ; | 

Thy heart with pure affection true, 
Sunk in the arms of death, 


THE POOR PEASANT. 


THO” the Muſes ne'er ſmile by the light of the ſun, 
Yet they viſit my cot, when my labour is done; 
And while on my pillow of ftraw I recline, 

A wreath of ſweet flow'rets they ſportively twine: 
But in vain the fair damſels weave chaplets for me, 
Since my heart 1s devoted, dear Mary to thee. 


Full oft I reflect on my indigent ſtate : 

But reflection, and reaſon, are ever too late; 

They tell me I ſigh for too beauteous a fair, 
And fill my ſad boſom with doubts and deſpair. 

Then hope, kindly _—_— averts their decree, 

For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee. 


When 
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When the ſhrill pipe and tabor proclaim the light 
dance, 

With tranſport I ſee my dear Mary advance; 

Then ſuch grace ſhe diſplays, while ſhe trips midſt 
the throng, 

That eact: ſhepherd with rapture to her tunes his 


ong ;. - . | ; 
But by — ſhe's belov'd with ſuch truth as by me, 
For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee, 


ESCAPED FROM ROCKS, &c. 


Tune Te Topſails, He. 


ESC AP'D from rocks and ſhoals and ſands, 
I'll put to ſea no more; | | 
But truly with uplifted hands, 
Now kiſs the friendly ſhore : 
I bid adicu to wars alarms, 
To taſte repoſe in Betſey's arms. 


Bleſt in content, in lovely vale, 
She does each vow approve : 
No paſſion now can raiſe a gale, 
But harmony and love. 
So farewell to dread wars alarms, 
And welcome bliſe in Betſey's arms. 


IHR. 


( 8s] 


MISS TIPPET. 
, Tune, —Q bonny Laſs 3 & c. 


H E 
MISS Tippet, O ſay, will you lie in a garret, 
And live with a taylor on cabbage and carrot, 
When the . with cucumbers plenty 
With me you will think you enjoy every dainty ? 


3 
O yes, Mr. Snip, I will certainly prove it, 
To live in a garret and wink no more of it, 
Let me but have cabbagè and cucumbers plenty, 
With you I ſhall think I enjoy every dainty. 


"$38 HE 
Yet you, like your neighbours, ſometimes may be 
boaſting, M 


By 8 
That fine at the fire, a gooſe is a roaſting, 
For dear Dolly Tippet, I never will fail her, 
If ſhe is but kind, ſtill to Snip, her own taylor. 


u | 

Yes, while you fit croſs-legg'd I'll trim pp a bonnet 
Or a hat, or a cloak, ad. , think no 8 it, : 
And cabbage as well as yourſelf I will ſnip it, 
From the fil which I have for a cloak or a tippets 


| BOTH. 
With you then, my dear, I-will lay in a garret, 
2 upon r cabbage, and carrot, 
As ſeaſons approach, and ſuch things are in plcnt 
With you 1 mall think 1 enjoy ev'ry dainty, ny 


1 «6 ) 


. E. 
O how rare I ſhall live, with dear Snip I may ſay, 
And feaſt on roaſt and cabbage each day, 
Yet one thing muſt beg, tho? the boon is but ſmall, 
That each night you'll give me your bodkin & all. 


| — 
WHAT NINNIES YOU BE. 


Sung with univerſal Applarſe by Mr. PaLuxx, jun- 
at the Theatre, BkicuTon. 


WHENE'ER in my travels I 'lighted, 
Where Love had his conqueſts been making, 
My laughter wou'd ſtraight be excited, 

To ſee the fond fools in ſuch taking ; | 
Andfthus I'd have at em What ninnies you be, 
The urchin ſhou'd ne'er make a captive of me. 

What ninnies, 
What ninnies, 
What ninnies you be. 


Here's a tar, who in battle unſhaken, 
Can ſtand tho? of death he be ſharer, 
T ve ſeen of his courage forſaken, 
At nought but the touch of an arrow. 
"Tis. monſtrous that failors fuch ninnies ſhou'd by, 
The urchin ſhou'd ne'er make a captive of me. 
What ninmes, &c. 


Jack Oaken (a better was never) | 
There's he I've ſeen ſobbing and ſighing, 
And curſing the Fates he's for ever, 
A life with his Poll for denying. 


How 
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How ſhameful that ſailors ſuch ninnies ſhou'd be, 


The urchin ſhou'd ne'er make a captive of me. 
| What ninnies, &c. 


But really the dog's ſuch a deep one, 

(And zounds one would hardly believe it) 

That even our guard tho' we be pon, 

He nabs one afore we perceive it ; | 
Or elſe he had ne'er made the ſame thing of me, 
For which I've been crying what ninnies you be. 

What ninnies, &c. 


| 
THE REFORMER OF ENGLAND. 
Tune—The Roaft Beef of Old England, 


COME liſten, good Folks, and a tale PH relate, 
How a Stay-maker fain would have made himſelf 
re:.t, 2 | a 
| And from mending of ſtays, took to mending the 
State. 
v Oh! the Reformer of England, 
And oh! the Reformer—Tom Paine! 


This Stay maker once an Exciſeman was made, 
Whcce he learr'd all the tricks that the ſmugglaꝶ : 
eber play'd, g | 
And {me tricks of his own;—ill kick'd out of 
that trade. g | 
Oh! the Reformer, &c 


Next America ſaw him o'erflowing with ſpite, 
ic ſt che ſons of old England he'd write and he'd 
write, | 


And vrandiſh his gooſe quill=but ne'er choſe to 


hgat, 
1 Oh! the Reformer, &c. | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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When Pence once was ſettled, he'd ſtay there nb 


more, 
(For Peace and Tom Paine ne er could live on one 
ore) | 
But tranſported to France made a helliſh uproar. 
| Oh! the Reformer, &c. 


Now, protected by laws which he ſtrives to o'erthrow 
At Britain he aims his. unnatural blow, 
And — all the Sons of true Liberty low. 


the Reformer, &c. 
Let the Jacobins take him They ſoon will 


requite him, 
Since riot, and rapine, and murder delight him, 
But let zs live in peace, if t'were only to p him. 
Ohl the Reformer, &c. 2 


Unite then, ye Britons, unite in applauſe, 
Ty the men who ſtand forth for our rights and our 
Ws, 


And from runagate Traitors defend our good cauſe. 


Then, up with the cauſe of old England, 


. And down with the tricks of Tom Paine. 
Our true Britiſh Freedom for ages ſhall ſtand, 


In ſpite of ſedition and Peatre's helliſh band, 
And « God Save TAE Kine" fall reſound 
through the land. | 5 
80 God Save the King of old Rngland,. 


bo.” And down with fedition and Paine. 


—— 
— — — —-—-— rn enn_n 


A NEW CLUB SONG. 


WELL ſince we are met I will try for to fing, 
But firit make a note -I can do no ſuch thing p—— - 

Yer as my n:-nt is: pleaſure the club, prong 
Give m tea ve to proceed, but firſt give me ſome 


Derry down. 


bub. 


And 


4 
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And now I preſume there's not any one here, 
But . a draught of good Britiſh brown 


A ipe of tobacco=a girl in her place, 
If ther's any that don't let the rogue hide his face, 


But FL IN I've got ſomething to ſay gainſt ſtrong 


It is in a nquan half. a- penny 200 dear; 
When Ol Mg was king, and this young one a 
cu 


The * halfpence found *bacco for the uſe of the 
u 


There's clubs of all ſorts, and all fizes, you know, 
There's rich clubs, and | poor clubs, and high clubs, 


and dow 

There's frong clubs, and long clubs, and ſhort 
clubs, th ey lay, . 

And clubs for WACCATORIES, like truſſes of hay. 


— — 


; 'There' s the club at Soho, at Corneli's met. 
Where os maſquerade. draſſes ſome folks run in 


There a Venus that's long been for pleaſure in- 


clin'd, 
Fan under her maſk tell Adonis her mind. 


The next is the ladies famed dub. Cotterie, 


Where they ſa * 1 admitted to be, 
What the LLP do gar thers's no one that ſays, 


But 5: thought hey go we get buſkst0 their Gays. 
There's labs Toy the men, there” 8 clubs for the 
There 's noſe clubi, and chin clubs, and clabs ings: 

| for grinning; 3 Ds | Thoſe: 


＋ hus Adam, tho' he 


= 


Thoſe are innocent clubs, while the members agree, 
But the clubs uſed, at Brentford are no clubs for 
me, 


The club that I like, is this club where we're met, 
To ſpend an odd — jr or ſo and not fret, 
After labouring hard, my boys, all the day long, 


No falſe latin, at night, in a quart and a ſong. 


The Parliament Houſe, the great national club, 

They drink not, nor ſing, they ve a deal of hub bub, 

There each one turns patriot his own end to ſerve, 

But the poor they muſt club for themſelves, or elſe 
ve. 


Come hand me a pot I muſt have ſome more beer, 

Come, gentlemen all, not forgeting the chair; 

Of another good toaſt I intend to make ſure, 

Fis d nation to them that oppreſſes the poor. 
Derry down. 


ADAM AND EVE. 
COMPOSED BY MR. BROWN OF SOUTHWARK, 


Tun he grey-ey'd Morn. 
TIS woman only that can bleſs mankind, - 


In her alone are centred all our joys ; 


In her endearing charms an happineſs we find, 
Which ever gives delight and never cloys. 


Without a fair one join'd in Hymen's band 
On earth no laiting pleaſure we receive: 

d all at his command, 

No Paradiſe enjoy'd without his Eve. 
I PAT's 
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£ PAT's OATH. 
"Tune, —Langolee. 


WHEN driving thro' Highgate, I ſtood a good 
in't 9 5 off, > >. eo 

This voluntary oath forc'd to take there, my dear 

But ere no I ſwore, I pray'd all to be ſilent, 

And nothing but ſilence, oh faith, could you hear, 
What numbers were gather'd all alone fir, ſo gaily, 
The landlord took care of my little ſhillelagh, 
While 1 call'd out for drink, as I always do daily, 

Oh! a duck loves to ſwim, faith and tioth, d' ye fe, 


Before now I ſpoke, why I ſaid to my friend, fir, 
Take hold of that tankard, and give it to me; 
For ere I begin, I muſt make a good end, fir, 

And faith, ſure enough, I the bottom did ſee, 
Now all on the top of the coach took their places, 
While thoſe that were inſide put outſide their faces, 
And our number divided, together increaſes, 

For the ſake of Pat's oath, faith and troth do you ſee. 


1 ſwear when I've beer, that I'll never drink water, 
Except the weak ſtuff is quite ſtrong in a bowl; 
I' never court mother before her ſweet daughter, 

But when its behind her, I kiſs the young foul. - 
To let a jug ſtand, going round, I ne*er will, fir, 
* when we are empty with drinking our fill, 
I'l Rand up and move that we all ſhall fit till, 

r, | 
Oh, as Patrick*s my judge, faith and troth d'ye ſee, 


When ſerious, I never will joke, I declare, fir, 
Nor ever be backward to any one's face 1 


— — > — 
— - - => — 2 - — — 


— 


— 


— 
* 


„% „ 
— 2222 - — — 
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And when that behind me, I ſee a ſweet fair, ſir, 

O faith 1 will walk on, and give her the firſt place; 
And when in the dark I perceive a ſweet creature, 
Turn'd out in the ſtreets, and by fortune's ill- 

nature. 
In plentiful want, fir, oh faith I will teach her, 

That Pat has a heart, faith and troth do you ſee, 


I fwear that my heart it ſhall never ſurrender 
To * _—_ of an ugly old maid, while I've 
reath ; 
Except there is caſh, and I will then be ſo tender, 
O faith I will ſqueeze the dear creature to death. 
But if my ſweet charmer I find prone to evil, 
I fwcar with my angel, Pll ſure play the devil, 
But never be rude, fir, without being civil 
For that would be a ſhame, faith and troth d'ye ſee. 


— 
The PYEMAN's TRIP to BAGSHOT CAMP. 
Tune, -O my Kitten, Ne. 


O LORD what a place is a cnmp, 

What wonderful doings are here, 
How the people are all on the tramp, 
— to me 1 yeer. - 

re's ladies a ſwigging of gin, 

And crept maccaronies likewiſe, 
There's I, with my who'll up and win? 

Come here is your hot mutton pies. 
There's horſes and aſſes and chaiſe, 
2 And waggons and n — 

ere's eting ni nd by 

And inns full of dead aud live lumber 5 
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Now there is a beau in a gig, 
And here is a lady in clover, 
And there lies an Alderman's wig, 
With Billy the taylor done over, 


There's galloping this way and that, 
With madam ftand out of the way, 
With, fie, fir ! what would you be at, 
Come, none of your impudence pray; 
There's halt, — tc, the right about face, 
There's laughing and ſcreaming and cries, 
And millizers men out of place, 
And I with my hot mutton pies. 


There's the heath all the world like a fair, 
There's butlers, ſutlers, and cooks, 
There's popping away in the air, 
And captaing with terrible looks; 
There's how do you do? pretty well, 
O the duſt has half blinded my eyes, 
There's fellow, pray what do you ſell, 
Why here is my hot mutton pies. 


— tmmnmmmnm | 
I NEVER WILL BE MARRIED. 


WHEN I had ſcarcely told fifteen, 
My flattering tell-tale glaſs, 

Told me there ſeldom could be ſeen, 
A blither bonrier laſs ; 

Full twenty lovers round me bow'd, 
But high my head 1 carried, 

And with a ſcornſul air I vow'd, 
] never would be marrted, 


Young 
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Young Harry warmly urg'd his ſuit, 
And talk'd of wealth in ſtore, 

While Jemmy thought to ſtrike me mute, 
And told his conqueſts o'er; 

Each youth a different art eſſay'd, 
And ſtill their arts I parried, 

Believe me, fir, I laughing cry'd, 

I never will be married. 


Then five revolving ſummers paſt, 
While I the tyrant play'd, » 
Ah! when I fear'd twould be at luft, 
My fate todie a maid; 
Of all the lover's in my train 
There was but one tarried, 


I thought *rwas time to change my ſtrain, 


And we this mora were married. 
— 
WILLIAM OF THE FERRY. 


OFT as on Thames banks I ſtray, 
Where nymphs and ſwains appear, 
From all their ſports I turn away, 
If William he not there; 
«+ Ny then laugh, 
The ſwains Fn = 
Their er, Ale, 3 
4 and - - "hh 
Wulle health they drink 
To William of the Ferry, 
Dear William of the Ferry. 


Then on the fiream the . attend, 
Their manly ſxill to | 


With 


With my wack fal de lal, fal de lal lee, 


TS 


With rival force the oar they bend, 
And o'er the furface re-; 
But none I' am ſure, 
e 
o well the w , 
As he who won "OE 
The prize alone, 


Young William, &c. 


Such bliſs to me his ſmiles impart, 
Whene'er he talks of love, 
Thit now I find my yielding heart 
Does all his hopes approve ; 
So Hymen's bands 
Shall join our hands, 
Then Il! be blithe and merry, 
And ſing through life, 
The happy wife, 


To William, *&c. | 


A PLANXTY. 


IF you'd travel the wide world all over, 
And ſail acroſs quite round the globe, 
You muſt ſet on horſeback from Dover, 
And fail unto ſweet Ballingrobe ; 

Tis there you'll ſee Ireland fo famous, 
That was built before Adam was breech'd, 
Who liv'd in the reign of King Shamus, 
Ere he was at the Boyne over-reach'd, 


CHORUS, 


O the land of Shillelah for me. | | 


= 

There you'll ſee Ulſter, and Munſter, and Leinſter, 
Connaught, and ſweet Kilkenny likewiſe 

That city where firſt, at a ſpinſter, | 

I open'd theſe pair of black eyes ; 

In this town there is fire without ſmoaking, 

For a penny you'd buy fifty eggs; 

And then there's ſuch wit without joking. 

And rabbits without any legs. 


There you'll ſee my anceſtors glorious, 
'The ſons of the brave O's and Macs, 
Who died whene'er they were victorious, 
And after that ne'er turn'd their backs; 
Our heads are ſtout and full of valour, 
Qur hearts are wiſe and full of brains, 
In love we nc'er bluſh nor change colour, 


And the ladies reward all our pains. 


St. Patrick is till our protector, 

He made us an Iſland of Saints, 

Drove our ſnakes and toads like an Hector, 
And ne'er ſhut his eyes to complaints; 
Then if you would live and be friſky, 

And ne'er die when you're in bed, 

Come to Ireland and tipple the whiſky, 

And drink ten years after you're dead. 


— 
SONNET. 
Sung by Sig. Laxarini, at Hanover-ſquare Concert. 


THE veſſel when by tempeſts toſt 
Upon the raging main; 

And now the pilot thinks ſhes loſt, 
And now he hopes _ 5 

Thus love's divided boſom fears, 

By turns exults, by turns deſpairs. 1 


% 
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THE HUMOROUS PARODY. 


BY W. k. 


Tune—They call me Homeft Harry, O ! 


THEY call me roving Jerry, O! 
I love ale and ſherry, O! 
True mirth and glee 
Are Gods with me! 
For I am ever merry, O! 
Poll, and Sall, and etty, O! 
Kit, and Nan, and Letty, O! 
| You may woo, 
I know my cue, 
And warrant I will fit ye. O! 


I'm for a laſs that's merry, O! 
With a drop. of derry, O! 

And Sue's the girl, 

Shc*ll cut out Sall, 
And ſhe's the laſs for Jerry, O 
So Poll, and Sall and Betty, O ! 
Kit, and Nan, and Letty, O 

In vain you woo, 

For I love Sue, 


For ſhe is kind and pretty, O! 


Her to church I'll carry, O! 
In ſpite of Ned or Larry, O! 
x For ſhe can joke, 
And dri 1 ſmoke, : 
And ſhe's the aſs I'll marry; O! a 
Then we will be ſo merry, O! | 
And yet bl'nd drunk with derry, O! 
Till we are led, 
Hel leſs to bed, 
And ſo to ſnooze we'll ſherry, O! 


E JOLLY 


1 


JOLLY JACK OF DOVER: 


OR, 


THE FRENCH IMPORTER. 
I'M jolly Jack Main- topmaſt, call'd jolly Jack of 


Dover, 
Who've lately been empioy'd much in bringing 
Frenchmen over.: 
Split my top-ſtays if ever I'd ſuch cargoes before, 
: Sir, 
And fink me to the bottom if I'll carry any more, 
Sir. 


CHORUS, 


Oh no the devil a bit with jolly Jack of Dover, 
None of your infernal French ſhall evermore come 
over. 


1 brought ov over a Prieſt, and he was not worth a 
farthin 
He offer'd for Nis paſſage for all my ſins a pardon ; 
I curs'd his lubber lazy limbs, and trundled him a 
ſhore, Sir, 
Split * timbers Wo; ever I'll be done ſo any . 
ir. 
Oh no the devil a bit, &c. 


1 brought o'er Lady, a perſon of diſtinguiſh'd note, 
She o tall for her pallg e, a corner of her paſſage 
˖ | 

But, ſays I, it won't do m'am, perhaps your boat 
is leaky, 


Or pou P 
Oh no. &c. 


I W | 
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I W o'er a Barber who offer'd me a tweezer- 
caſe, 4 
A pot of paint and curling tongs to decorate my — 4 
homely face; 
Smaſh your {prit-ſail, ſays I then, my face wants 
no Carcering, : | 
But you want to go paſſage free, I underſtand your | 
meaning. 
Oh no, &c. 


I brought o'er a 9 who pleaded his great 
poverty, 
Says I, you're a coward, or you would not from 
your country fly; 
And ſo my limbs I'Il make you pay as {ure as | 
you're alive now, | 
Or down you go to Davy Jones, and learn of him | 
to dive now. 
Oh no, &c. 


I broughe o'er a Milliner, ſhe ſaid her name was 
ancy, 

And * 11 I ſome fringes which would amuſe 
anc | 
But, fays. I, de avaſt there, my dear, I'm not ſo | 
eager, | 
Nor quite ſo tir'd of Engliſh meat, to long for your | 
' ſoup meagre. AY 
Oh no, &c. 


I brought o'er a Swindler, a coward renegado, 

Who fled becauſe he fear'd to get a German 
Beſtingado ; | 

He thinking forto cheat me, jump'd over board 

and ſwam a ſhore, 


But for forgot to take _ with him a bex of 
ſhining Louis d'or | 


Ah, hah ! the devil a bit with jolly Jack of Dover, 
Shall the raſcal ever ſee the gold that he brought 


E2 — 


Over. 


1 

So now here's a health to Old England and her 
Tars, Sir, 

May Heaven keep us ſafe from all civil broils and 

„ ae, Air, | 

I'll never fall a ſtern when my country's in diſtreſs, 
Sir, : 

Nor land another Frenchman, my country to op- 
preſs, Sir. 


Oh no the devil a bit with jolly Jack of Dover, 


None of your infernal French ſhall evermore come 
over. 


COMUS, MOMUS, AND BACCHUS. 
BY MR. WHITE, 


Tune, — As Wit, Toke, and Humour, Ge. 


AS Thomas, and Harry, and Richard and Jack, 
O'er a bottle were ſitting quite gay, 

The lock of the door, it went ſuddenly back, 
Which fill'd them at firſt with diſmay. 


Three figures then enter'd, all ſtrangers ſuppoſed, 
But friends to good-humour and mirth ; 

Yet plainly ſoon was the matter diſclos'd, 
That gods they were juſt-come to earth. 


The firſt like a Bacchus appeared to view, 
So jolly, ſo blooming, and fine, 

He ſaid, (and I readily thought he ſaid true) 
That he was the god of the vine. 


The next he approach'd with ſacaſtical grin, 
While merriment laugh'd in his face ; 

He ſaid, he was Momus, and car'd not a pin 
For Jove, he dar'd laugh uPhis face. 


The 
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The third held a cup, and a wand in each hand, 
And the title of Comus he claim d; 

No one who drank with him could ever long ſtand, 
As he for deep drinking was fam'd. | 


'The firſt was the landlord, for Bacchus who paſt, 
The next was a Jeſter well known ; 

And drunken Tom Toper was found in the laſt, 
Who viſits each tavern in town. 


— 
GLEES, CATCHES, AND DUETS, 


FOR FOUR VOICES. 


Tune—If Life is a Bubble, &c 
COME, drink, my friend Harry, and drive away 


care ; | 
Come, drink, my friend Tom, or you'll not have 
your ſhare ; | 
Come, Dick, prith'ee circle the bumper about; 
Come, landlord, another, this bottle is out. 


WHEN Arthur firſt in court began 
To wear long hanging ſleeves, 

He eit tain'd three ſerving men, 
And all of them were thieves. 


The fir he was an Inſhman, 


The ſecon! was a Scot, | 
The third he was a Welchman, 
And all were knaves, I wot. 
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The Iriſhman lov'd Uſquebaugh, 
: The ſcot lov'd ale, call'd blue cap; 
The Welchman he lov'd toaſted cheeſe, 
And made his mouth like a mouſe-trap. 


Uſquebaugh burnt the Iriſhman, 
The Scot 'wasdrown'd in ale; 
The Welchman 'had'like to have been choak'd 
with a mouſe, 
But he pull'd her out by the tail. 


CATCH. 


BUZ, QUOTH THE BLUE-FAY. 


LURE o'er the green-ſword ; 
Mum let us be; 
Lurk, and mum's the word 
For you and me; 
Through the brake, through the wood, uy 
prowl, around; 


We watch the footſtep, with ears to the ground. 
Ears to the ground. 


3 
DUET. 


OLD WORDS. 


OH thou wert ſent to charm me, 
My little flutt'ring deve! f 

With Cupid's fire I'll warm thee, 
Sweet cherub of the grove ! . 

Lord kow my ſoul is throbbing, 
My little fiure'r ring dove 

My tender heart is bobbing, 
Sweet cherub of the grove. 


GLEE 


| 


a 


GLEE. 


WHICH is the propereſt day to drink 
Saturday, Sunday, Monday? 
Each is the prapereſt day I think, 
Why ſhould I name but one day ? 
Tell me but your's, I'll mention my day, 


Let us but fix on ſome day: 
Tueſday, Wedneſday, Thurſday, Friday, 
Saturday, Sunday, Monday. 
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THE COMICAL FELLOW—A GLEE. 
BY W. k. 


Tune Vith my Pipe in one Hand, Oc. 


With my dog on one fide, and my cat on the other, 


Iwhimſically paſs time rr ; 
With Pathagoras I think—forT think with no other, 
My dog and cit had their day : | 
Their day, here as mortals, with two legs below, 

For ſo he does certainly tell, O! : 
The ſame metamorphoſes I may undergo, 

Don't you think I'm a comical fellow ? 


A faithful companion, my dog once may be, Sir. 

May cat a grave limb of the law ; 

Who grip'd hls poor client with fee, after fee, Sir, 
As he does now a monſe with his 7aw : 

Thus I paſs with reflection, my moments at night, 
And get ſleepy, ſtill as I get mellow ; 

My cur, and my tabby, my chiefeſt delight, 
Don't you think I'm a comical fellow. 


DUET, 


\ 


- 
- 
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DUET. 


O HEAR me kind and gentle ſwain, 
Let love's ſweet voice delight you ; 
The ear of youth ſhould drink each ftrain, 
When beauty's lips i inviie you. 


As love and valor warm your heart, 
And faith and honor guard you; 
From wounded breaſts extract the dart, 

And beauty will reward you. 


Our tear-ſtrain'd eyes their wiſh diſcloſe, 
Can cruel you refuſe 'em ? 

O wipe the dew from off the roſe, 
And place it in your boſom. 


BILLY THE BEAU, 
Sung by Mr. MunDpen. 


LOOK IE ma'am I'm quite a blade, 
Struttledom high ſtruttledom ho 

And well vers'd in am'rous Cage, 
Ripity tipity ho ! 

Each one owns - 4 ſov' reign ſway, 

Firſt at opera, ball, or play, 

Ever a: y ever gay, | 
Now don't you think I'm a Beau. | 


Each night I trip it into Brooke's, 
Caperum hi c.perum ho! 

There I pigcor. all the rooks, 
Slipping - a © pam ho! 

I can ſtar i Lord's face, 

While I nic, with a grace, 

Thus Pi. is . in every lace, 


Now don't you think I'm a Beau, 
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As for muſic I've an ear, 
Cadence me hi crotchet me low, 
Go to the Abbey ev'ry year, 
Quavering—quaver me ho ! 
Am dev*liſh good too at a puff, 
Votes and int'reſts I've enough, 
Always follow blue and buff, 
They're all fond of Billy-the Beau. 


THAT's YOUR SORT! 
Sung by Mr. FawceTT. 


LOUNGER may ſkip thro? the lobby, 
Citizens walk the Exchange, 

But I mounted on my grey hobby, 
Down Rotton-row, love fir to range: 

I'm up to every thing knowing, 

And to gambling clubs reſort, 

Where my ſlight of hand tricks I'm ſhowing, 
They cry Damme, now an't he the Sort!“ 


Newmarket is nothing without me, 
"Tis there, fir, I bet fix to four; 
Take the knowing ones in cool and eaſy, 
And what can a blade wiſh for more: 
At a dice-box too, always am ready, 
For indeed I am fond of the ſport ; 
throw with an arm that is ſteady, , 
And always was reckoned the Sort. 


My daddy, tho? but a flop-ſeller, 
Was always as queer, fir, as old ; 
He was but a rum kind of fellow, 
And dying he left me his gold: 
To be taſty was always my rig, fir, 
Depending on none for ſupport, 
] ſoon mounted up in my gig, ' 
And damme now, wasn't 1 the Sort. 


— 2 — 2 
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Liv'd in ſtyle, kept a phæton and pair, fir, 
A ſnug pretty houſe near the park; 
Kept my lady—made the City Don ſtare, 
I was grown ſuch a taſty young ſpark : 
And while I have bit I will ſpend it, 
To every pleaſure reſort, 
And damme, as I live I will end it, 
And die, fir, true game—That's your Sort. 


TIPPY BOB. 
Sung by Mr. Munven, 


MY name's Tippy Bob, 
With a watch in each fob, 
View me round—on each fide and the top; 
I'm ſure I'm the thing 
If I an't now a nice natty crop 
I'm up to each rig, 
Of my hat ſmoke the gig! 
Like candles my locks dangle down 
And look in my rear, 
As an oftrich I'm bare, | 
But the knowingeſt ſmart of the town! 


As I walk thro? the lobby, 
The girls cry out Bobby 
Here, Bobby! — My Bibbidy Bob!“ 
Now ſqueaking ! now bawling! 
Then pulling and hawling? 
So ſmirking and pleaſing ! 8 
So coaxing and teazing ! ; 
1 can't get them out of my knob! 


Obſerve 
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Obſerve well my ſhape, 
And the fall of my cape, * 
| Ir's the thing! It's the thing! dam'me! a'ntit? 
And this bow round my neck, 
Would at leaſt hold a peck! 
It may catch ſome old Dutcheſs too ! may*nt it ? 
Then under this collar, 
- TPve got a large roller, 
'Tis juſt like a huge German ſauſage ; 
And ſqueez'd up ſo tight, 
That, by this good light, . 
It goes nearly to ſtop up the paſſage ! 


As I walk thro? the lobby, &c. 


My veſt a foot long, . 
Nine capes ina throng, 

My breeches—my ſmall clothes—I mean, 
From my cheſt to my calf— 
Damn the mob ! let them laugh, 

I dreſs not by them to be ſeen; 

The ſtrings at my knees, 
Like chevaux-de-frize, 

My boots to the ſmall of my leg! 

My ſpurs the nonſuc !! 
No crop can me touch, | 
For I ſwear I'm at home to a peg ! 


As I walk thro? the lobby, &c. 


GUARDIAN LINK-BOYS. 
| BY MR. W. X. 
Tune Guardian Angeli. 


GUARDIAN Link-boys, pray attend me, 
In the duſk give me a light: | 
I will pay, if you'll befriend me 
From the ſcamps and pads by night; 


Steer 


[ 48 1 


| Steer me to ſome tavern, ſteer me, 

There I ſhall get rid of fear; 
"Tis for a bowl I grieve, 

| Which ſoon 1 ſhall receive, 

| For there my landlord is fincere. 

| a 

| 


Thro' the garden-rounds I've wander'd, 
And the watch have put to flight, 
There my daddy's chink I ſquander'd, 
Bucks and bloods were my delight ; 
Each round I went without fear: 
O! how I then did rantand roar ; 
Each one did ſhare it, 
Never did I ſpare it, 
Bloods, or bullies, pimp, or whore. 


Do not then, boys, forſake me, 
But attend with Cheering light; 
J will pay: — you'll not miſtake me, 
When I get to my delight, 
Some ſnug room ſhall then contain me, 
When I have no need of you ; 
Then I will ring the bell, 
| And I will loudly tell, 
| That each joy I will perſue. 
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MEDLEY CLEE. | : 


1 TOM the fiddler plays a tune, 
a Few I think is like it; 

| Tis to kiſs, and toy, and fing, 
| Long live our noble King 

| . All think muſt like it. 

| Tom the fiddler, &c. 

' 
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The Seven following Songs were ſung this 
Seaſon at Bermondſey Spa—1 792. 


ADDRESS ON OPENING THE SPA. 
Sung by Mr. MiLwaRD. 
THE Spring now retdrning, each bird's on the wing, 


All nature looks charming and gay ; 
To join her we mean, here to laugh and to ſing, 
And chearfully paſs time away : 


To the Spa we invite you once more to appear, 
Come all with good-humour and hail the blyth year. 


We boaſt not of grandeur, Domes lofty and wide, 
Where ſpendor and faſhion are found ; 
But here ſimple nature is dreſs'd without pride, 
And yet with true pleaſure are crown'd : 
To the Spa, &c. 


If mirth and good- humour have charms for the mind, 
If Muſic can give you delight; tz 
We promiſe you theſe and you'll certainly find, 
With Ny here ev'ry night: 
To the Spa, &c,. 


_— 
THE CLEVER YOUNG LAD 
Sung by Mrs. FREEMAN. 


ONE morn as I trip'd it beſide the green hill, 
I met with young Jockey, a ſwain of good-will ; 
He kiſs d me—he preſs'd me, 
And kindly careſs'd me ; 
At this I muſt own, I was wonderful glad, 
For Jockey indeed is * Young Lad, 


I never 
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I never before, here I vow and proteſt, 
Such a wing „ I found in my breaſt; 
Wien he kiſs'd me—and preſs'd me, 
And kindly careſs me, 
I thought for the preſent, I ſhould have gone mad, 
For Jockey indeed is a Clever Young Lad. 


Yet Prudence, who ſhould be a guide to the fair, 
Admoniſh'd me ſtill of all men to take care ; 
Tho! they kiſs'd me—and preſs d me, 
And kindly careſs'd me ; | 
For fear in the end, I might change gocd for bad, 
Yet Jockey, I own, is a Clever Young Lad, 


He promis'd to kirk, that with me he would go, 
Iſimper'd—look'd down—but 1 did not ſay no; 
Then he kiſs me—and preſs'd me, 
And kindly careſs'd me ; 
I went with him then with a heart that was glad, 
And now am quite happy, I own, with my Lad. 


CHARMING SUE. 
Sung by Mr. Bu K rox. 


WHEN duty call'd I failed away, 
Still to my King and country true, 
And nothing did my heart diſmay, 
But parting from my Charming Sue: 
With grief her tender heart was preſs'd, 
And ſcarcely could I bid adieu, 
Her ſorrows filled my conſtant breaft, 
For dear I love my Charming Sue. 


I kiſfs'd 
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I kiſs'd away the falling tear, 
And vow'd lever would be true, 
Then bid her hope and baniſh fear, 
To pacify my Charming Sue : 
She figh'd and wept, and figh'd again, 
But I was forc'd to bid adieu; 
Yet while I ſail'd upon the main, 
I thought upon my Charming Sue. 


The whiſtling winds began to blow, 
And dreadful rocks appear'd in view; 
Now up aloft, now down below, | 
Yet ſtill I thought on Charming Sue: 
For three long years upon the main, | 
Each toil and danger I went throuzh ; | 
At length quite tight, returned again, 
I came and found my Charming Sue. | 


| Conſtant my lovely girl I found, 

Tome ſhe faithful was and true, 

And having failed the world around, 
I'm ſafe in port with Charming Sue: 

Well rigg'd, to church we trip'd away, 
Surrounded by the jovial crew ; 

I am bound to bleſs the day, 
I ſaw my lovely Carming Sue. 


RAT-A-TAT. 
Sung by Mrs. FREEMAN. 


AS blyth as the May, 
I ſport through the day, 
Each pleaſure I wiſh to come at; 
Am always at eaſe, 
I go where I pleaſe, 
And viſit with Rat- a- tat, tat. 
F 2 I will 
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I will never through life, 
Attend unto d. and 
wrangle, to all that; 
Yet with ſroli zag fun, 

I will readily. r 

And viſit with * tat. 


To w 


To the ball to the route, 
Here and there —in and out, 
My ſpirits ſhall never be flat; 
As fancy aſpires, 
New, wiſhes deſires, 
Pl! viſit with—Rat-a-tat, tat. 


While life's in it's ſpring, 
And time's on the wing, 
Each tranſpart I'll try. to come at ; 
To the Op'ra or play, 
Pl Whiſk it away, 
And viſit with—Rat-a-tat, tat, 
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TO-MORROW I'LL TELL YOU MY MIND. 
Sung by Mr, M1itward. 


| 


BY the Cot in the Dale as I paſs'd t'other day, 
A wandering young lambkin to find, 

M m_ pretty Patty I met by the way, 

were impreſs'd on my mi 
155 gaz d, "ud ſhe bluſhed, I knelt, and 1 pray'd, 
that the fair wou'd be kind, 

1 "all the reply I cou'd get from the maid, 

Was To-morrow I'll tell you my mind. 


I preſs'd 
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I preſs'd her ſoft hand, with a tender ſalute, 
She gently rebuk'd with a ſnule, 

My honor I told her ſhe need not diſpute, 
[ lov'd her too well to beguile : f 

And Hymen was ready his ſanction to bring, 
If ſhe to my wiſhes inclin'd ; 

Be ſecret, ſhe ſaid, go purchaſe the ring, _ 
And To-morrow 1'll tell you my mind. 


CELADON, 
Sung by Mrs. PiELE. 


THO” his Paſſion in ſilence the youth would conceal, 
What his Tongue dare not utter his Eyes till reveal; 
And by ſoft ſtolen glances unwillingly prove, 


That they are the tell-tales of Celadon's love. 


In the Green to the Grove, to the Dance tothe Fair, 
Wherever I go the dear Shepherd is there; 

I know the fond Youth by his bluſh, by his ſmile, 
And ſurely ſuch looks were not made to beguile. 


Tho? indiff”rent the ſubjects, whatever it prove, 
He inſenſibly turns to diſcourſe upon love; 

If he talks to another, with * I ſee, 
Tho? his words are to her, yet his looks are on me, 


Sung by Mr. MiLwaRp, 
WHAT. D* YE SAY, 


THERE was a Maiden in our town, 
With Eyes as black as ſloes ; 

Her hair it was a cheſnut brown, 
Her cheeks like any roſe; 


F 3 But 
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But then J wiſt, 
She'd not be kiſs'd, 
To ſtruggle was her way ; 
A then ſhe'd crys, 
Begone, ſtand by, 
Odd rabbit it. What d'ye ſay ? 


There was a Shepherd in the place, 
And Roger was his name; 
* to win her in any caſe, 
er a wooing came; 
He ſnatch'd a kiſs, 
She 'd at this, 
=—_ d him ſoon away; 
With Pray et out, 
| You ſaucy lout, 
| Odd rabbit it, What d'ye ſay ? 


ut R did not care a pin, 
* Augh d at what he fol 5 
| ſmack'd her lips again, 
For —— not * PD 
He hugg'd her tight, 
With all his might, 
She could not get away : 
Tho” ſtill ſhe tri'd, 
And frown'd and cri'd— 
| Odd rabbit it What dye fay ? 


The ſtouteſt foe muſt ſometimes yield, 
And fo it happen d now ; 
For Roger fairly won the field, 

You ſurely muſt gueſs how: 
They're wed I wilt, 
By Koger wigs mpddey 1” 
SOger m day 3 
7 Bat —_ ariſe, | 
2 Then Roger crys— 
| Odd rabbit it What d' ye fay ? 
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NUMBER ONE. 


An new comic Seng, introduced by Mr. MunDen, 
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In the Pantumime of OSCAR and MALVINA. 


DAD and the foes are a kghting, | 
So I thought it much the beſt way, 
While they were engaging—each other enraging, 
No longer in danger to ftay. he 
Slap daſh here and there—'twould make a man ftare, 
I own I'm not fond, firs, of any ſuch fun, l 
For of all the nine figures, I love number One. 


Their looks, firs, would make a man tremble, 

And then they've ſuch curſed long ſteels ; 
Tis _—_ way and that way, the broad and the 

Way, 
But I ſhow's them a light pair of heels. ; 
Such curſed toot-tooing will prove a man's ruin, 
And eg ad I'm not fond, fir, of any ſuch fun, i 
. For of all the nine figures, I love number One.. 


Some will call me a coward for running, 
But I think it denotes a wiſe head ; 
But then madam honor, oh! oh, fie upon her, 
What's honor to me when I'm dead. 
I don't wiſh to die,—no, indeed fir, not [|— 
And ſooner than fight, like a hare I would run, 
For ot all the nine figures, I love number One. 


At a country feaſt I can. joke, ſir, 
In a ſong or a caich bear a. bob ; 
But I ne'er did delight in, that amuſement called 
fighting, 
For a — firs, may cut off my nob: - 
Or ſuppoſe but an ear, fir, a man will look queer, fir, 


＋ 
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So egad in ſuch danger I never will run, 
For of all the nine figures, I love number One. 


Its a terrible thing to be fearful, 
Brave men at a coward will ſcoff, 
Hark what a toot-tooing, the foe are purſuing, 
They're coming, ſo damme I'm off 
From —_ rage I'll retire, a burnt child dreads the 


e, 
So egad I'll not ſtay to partake of the fun, 
For of all the nine figures, I love number One. 


THE SHOE-MAKER, 


A new Song, ſung by Mr. Fawcet, at theBerf-teak Club 
Tune, The Lamplighter. 


I'M ſprightly Dick the ſhoe-maker, 
And call'd a briſk young blade; 
And every belle they uſe my ſhop, 
Becauſe I'm a dab at my trade; 
I take my meaſure ſo exact, 
It cannot fail but do, 
The Dutcheſs's favor 1 have ſmack'd, 
By making her little ſhoe, 


Five inch and a half, a minikin ſize, 

A little foot fir, ſure ; 
And many a one more nice than wiſe, 

Think that their feet meaſures no more. 
So long as I ve trade fir, what care I, 

Let Efhion be old or new, | 

Since I in the public eſteem have roſe, 

By making the Ducheſs's ſhoe, 

O zounds 
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O zounds! how I laugh'd to hear a fat cook, 
Declare firs, o'er and o'er, 
That her foot was ev'ry bit as ſmall, 
Tho' full twelve inches or more: 
But ſo long as l've trade, what care I, 
Let faſhion be old or new, 
Since the public favor I have gain'd, 
By making the Ducheſs's ſhoe. 


CUPID's BOW. 
Sung by Mrs. Mountain, in the Opera of Orpheus 
and Eurydice. 


BEWARE, beware, ye nymphs and ſwains, 

That trip Elyſium's blooming plains 
My power I mean to ſhow, 

My arrow fix'd within your heart, 

Soon, ſoon you'll own the pleaſing ſmart 
Of Cupid and his Bow. 


Yon bluſhing maid and amorous youth, 

Who whiſpers vows of love and truth, 
She ſtrives to anſwer no! 

But ſoon that ſtriving will be vain, 

She ſoon ſhall bleſs to captive ſwain, 

When Cupid bends his Bow, 


The ſon of beauty's ſprightly queen, 
Comes tripping o'er the flow'ry green, 
To flinty heart a foe ; | 
Ye nymphs and ſwains who own my ſway, 
With joy ſhall bleſs the happy day, 
That Cupid bent his Bow. 


BEN 
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BEN MIZ EN. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum, at the Anacreontic Society. 


BEN Mizen was a Britiſh tar, 
True hearted both in peace and war, 
From danger he'd ne'er flinch ; 
His courage true, he oft did ſhow, 

When facing of the haughty foe, 
A ſcaman every inch, 


His heart wich ſympathy replete, 

If an old ſhip-mate he did meet, 
He would not from him flinch ; 

But quick obey'd humanity's call, 

And ſhared with him his little all, 
A ſeaman every inch. 


Returning from a tedious cruize, 
His lovely Nan he quick purſues, 

But he purſu'd in vain ; : 
With ſcorn ſhe did his vows reprove, 
And laugh'd when e'er he talk'd of love, 

She lov'd another ſwain. 


His feelings could not bear the ſtroke, 
The timbers of his heart was broke, 
And ev'ry anguiſh mov'd : 
Then how ſhall I the fad tale tell, 
Poor Ben a ling' ring victim fell, 
And died for her he lov'd, 


THE 
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THE GIRL OF MY HEART. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


IN the world's crooked path where Ive heen, 
There to ſhare of life's gloom my poor part, 
The ſunſhine that ſoften'd the ſcene, 
Was a ſmile from the girl of my heart. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Not a ſwain, when the lark quits her neſt, 
But to labour with glee will depart ; 
If at eve he expects to be bleſt 
With a ſmile from the girl of his heart. 


Come then croſſes and cares as they may, 
Let my mind ſtill this maxim impart; 

'That the comfort of man's fleeting day, 
Is a {mile from the girl of his heart. 


CY 


TAKE CARE OF YOUR HEAD. 


Sung by Mrs. Harlowe, at SabLER*'s-WELLs, 
IN THE DOUBLE MISTAKE, 


DEAR fir, be adviſed by a _ 
Nor take a young wife to your bed 
For if ſtill you pei ſiſt in your — 


Old Don have a care of your head. 


Briſk youth may at all times attempt, 
IJ ho? oft they repent being wed ; 
Their hearts, ſir, too often do ach, 
But I'd have you take care of your head. 


THE 
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CA IRA! 


A favorite National C hanſon, ſung in the Entertainment 


Of Le CHAMP ox MARS, at SADLER's WELLS. . 


AH! caira! 
Citizens of Paris are of joy brimful, fir, 
Ah! caira! 
Zounds ! *twill do, cries bluff John Bull. 
Firm federation unites the Gallic nation, 
"Tis Ariſtocratics have reaſon to be dull. 
Ah! ca ira! | 
Citizens of Paris are no longer the ſame, fir, 
Ah! ca ira! 
Superſtition flies before the new-born flame ; 
Slavery ſhall tie now no man's tongue; 
Liberty ſhall bid her children prattle, 
No more pleaſed with a gilded rattle; 
While thus free is the Frenchman's ſong. 


Chorus. Ah! ca ira! &c. 


Ah! ca ira 
Citizens of France ſee a glorious day, fir, 
11 1 FP 
i to peace and pleaſure points the way. 
Firm Fad -rex Gor the Gallic nation: F 
Long may her citizens the civic wreath diſplay. 
Ah! ca ira! 

Citizens of Paris ſhall in hiſt'ry ſhine, fir, 
Ahl ea ira! ; 
While brethren with one another thus combine ; 

Happy in the ſmiles of a pattiot king; 

Happy in the proſpe& now before us; 

Freedom waves all her banners o'er us, 

While thus joyfully Frenchmen fing, 
Ah! ca ira! &c, 


Ah! 


1 


Ah! ca ira! 

Citizens of France are as Engliſhmen, free, Sir, 
Ah! ca ira! 9 — 

Ever let them be together noxs amis. 

While firm federation unites the Gallic nation, 

With all ſons of Liberty ſhall each of us agre 
Ah! caira! | 

Citizens of France are much in the right, Sir, 
Ah! ca ira! | 

Gallic wine and Britiſh ſpirit thus unite; 

Chearfully we now ſhall rear the vine, 

Merrily enjoy the fruits of labour, 

Dancing blythe to the pipe and tabor, 

While John Bull in the ſong ſhall join, 
Ah! ca ira! 


SUPERIORITY OF LOVE. 


IF a lover is told he is falſe to his fair, 

For the ſake of a bottle, the truth I'll declare; 
He quits a fair virgin to ſtick to F is glaſs, 
Muſt, by all men of reaſon, be ſtiled au aſs. 

If virtue and beauty united be good, 

Tis certain it muſt be by all uuderſtood, 

The delights of a bumpec are not to compare 
To the excellent charms of the good and the fair, 


To dimples and ſmiles with delight we attend; 
If a frown, tis tor faults Walen with pleaſure we 
mend; 
Ye dri ker declare, it the truth ye „ill own, 
Smilies ci iquor may pleaſe, but they end in a frown. 
Though beauty we ice iu the lily and roſu, 
The charms of deer Chloe are fv verer taan thoſe; 
Though by time they are conquer'd :cnembrance 
To live happyin age is reward for their pal 
To live happy in age is reward fur their pains. 
| FP 8 G Pain th 
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With the bottle, or love, whoe er is employ'd, 
Oſt finds and inſipid, t'other is A $ 
Though ever in drinking his hours are ſpent, 

He ever is craving, et never content. 

What friendſhip in love is by hiſtory. proved! 
Which nothing but death ever remov'd ! 

In drinking, what murders and miſchiefs enſue ! 
Which, by daily experience, is known to be true! 


No ſtrife, or diſturbance, ariſes from love; 

We are told *tis an emblem of what 1s above ; 

In infancy, innocence, virtues employ'd, 

Which in uſe of the bip-belly'd bottle's deny'd. 

In the pleaſure of love we with joy paſs our days, 
It ſcothes all our cares, our pain it allays; 

In drinking, the pleature of life is deſtroy'd, 

One leg's in the grave before half is enjoy'd. 


Whar delight's in a fair, ever true to her word, 
Who to forteit that name would not jo.n with a lord; 
In d:it--vies a friend, an adviſer in grief: 

Wh-:, to fly to a bottle, would find that relief? 

Such comforts in love * life I can ſpy; 
Who'd not leave a bottle a fair one to try? 


Each circumſtance weigh'd, it is eaſy to prove, 


True happineſs only is center'd in love. 
= — 


SALLY IN OUR ALLEY: 
_ (Inſerted by particular deſire.) 


OF all tbe girls that are ſo ſwart, 
' Thexe's rone like pretty Saily 3 V 
She is the darling of my heart, 
She lives in our. alley. 
| There 
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There is no lady in the land, 
Is half ſo ſweet as Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart; 

And the hives in our alley. 


Her father he makes cabbage-nets, 
And through the ſtreets does cry em; 
Her mother ſhe ſells laces long, 
To ſuch as pleaſe to buy em: 
But ſure ſuch folks could ne er beget 
So ſweet a girl as Sally ! 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


© When fhe1s by, I leave my work, 
© I love her ſo ſincerely ; 
My maſter comes like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely : 
But let him his belly full, 
« Fil bear it all for Sally: 
_ © She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


Of all thedays that's in the week, 
I dearly love but one day; 
And that's the day that comes betwixt 
A Saturday and Monday : 
For then I'm dreſt in all my beſt, 
Too walk abroad with Sally ; 
he is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


My maſter carries me to the church, 
And often am I blamed, 
* Becauſe I leave him in the lurch, 
© As ſoon as text is named; 
G 2 © I have 
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© I leave the church in ſermon time, 
And link away to Sally; 

© She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhelives in our Alley, _ 


When Chriſtmas comes about again, 
O then I ſhall have money; 
* I'll hoard it up, and box and all, 
1 give it to my honey: 
And wou'd it were ten thouſand pounds, 
* Pd give it all to Sally : - 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhelives in our Alley. 


My maſter, and the neighours all, 
Make game of me and Sally ; 
And, but for her, I'd better be - 
A ſlave, and row a pally ; 
But when my ſev'n long years are out, 
Oh then VII marry Sally; | 
Oh then we'll wech and then we'll bed, 
But not in our Alley. 


The above Song was ſung by Driowun, at the Anacreontic 


Society, and the King's Theatre, Haymarket,, in the 
Farce called the Dupe of Fancy .---The Verſes diſtingu- 
iſhed by inverted Commas, were omitted. 


C— T_T 


| \ 
MATCHLESS AS HER CHARMS. 
SUNG AT THE AHPOLLO GARDENS. 


LOVE was once a harmleſs child ; 

Sweet careſſes charm'd his heart: 

Now by wealth and pow'r beguil'd, 
And his artleſs joys depart, 


I have 
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I have lov'd with pureſt truti; 1 
But I vainly ſought his aid.; N 
He ſmiles but on the wealthy youth; : f 
He only hears the ſplendid maid. | 


Oh nappy Caye when Love was kind, | 
Then Heav'n had giv'n her to my arms; | 


And gold had ne'er defil'd a mind, 
By nature Matchleſs as her Charms. 


——— —— —— 


8 0 NC $&: &c. 
IN THE 
- PRISONER : 
' AS PERFORMED AT THE 
KING's THEATRE, HAY-MARKET. 


———— —— 
AirMr. DronuM. 


WHENE'ER ſhe bade me, ceaſe to plead, 
Her breaſt would gentiy heave, 

And prov'd her lip beguil'd a heart 
Ill-praQtis'd to deceive. 

As ſwelling waves that ſeem inclin'd, 

To greet the ſhores they leave behind. 


| 
8. 
; 
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Air—Mr. eben. 


WHERE the banners of glory are ſtreaming, 
Her image ſtill lingers above; 

And her eyes ſeem all terribly gleaming, 
Which glow'd but with ports of love. 


Deeds of arms my ſoul inſpire 

As the batt'ling thunders roll, 

She and fame my boſom fire, 

And to conqueſt light my ſoul : 
And mid ſlaughter y wounding, 
Heroes dying, groans reſonnding, 

: Armour claſhing, 
Lightening flaſhing, 

Angel pinion'd o'er her lover, 

With protecting wing ſhe'll hover; 

Valour's'genius—memory's pleaſure, 

Guardian of life's ſacred trealure. 


What can check the ſoldier's courſe, 
Who, where war delights to rove, 

Strikes with more than mortal force, 
Urg'd by fame, impell'd by love. 


Ar. Mrs. BLAN D. 


HOW charming a camp, where ſoldiers late and 


early, 
wn hair ſo tightly trimm'd up and powder'd ſo 


E, . 
March, ſhoulder, preſent! while the ſerjeant ſo ſurly 
Drills the young recruits in the rear of the line. 


To a dub- a- dub while fo merry 
Beats the drummer dub-a-dub. 


Tho. 
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Tho! bluff they look and fierce, that no lions ſure 
are bolder, - | 4 : 
Vet the damfels don't fear *em—nay one as I live 

Came and afked me to give her my heart—but 1 

told her, | | 

Says I that's beſpoke, and I've nothing elſe ta 
Ve. | 
* a dub- a- dub—ever merry, 
Beats the drummer dub - a- dub. 


Air. Mrs. Crovcn. 


POOR Carlos ſued a beauteous maid, 
On her his happineſs ſtaking; 

She frown'd upon his, love—he ſigh'd 
« Ah me! my heart is breaking.” 


His humble love forſ. | 
He thought her happy, and be ſmil'd, 
Although his heart was breaking, 


She took a grain of 8— 
N 


On weaith atone few joys attend, 
She lound with anguiſh aching z 

He ſuak, and gave ker ſuch a look, 
Juſt as his heart was breaking. 


fir — Maſter Wars, 
TEARS chet exhale from the ſprings of good- 


nature, 
Fall like the dew upon ſympathy's breaſt ; 
Wiſhe: reviving bioom wich BS bans, ; 
And in gay colours are gaudily dreſt. 


Yet 


Yet when I think on the dan he Go | 
Fear blights my boſom with doubt and Y, 
Fond expectation all cheerleſs and languid, | 


Droops, drops its bloſſom, and withers away! 


: 


, 
— 
* 


Air. Trio—TBereſa, Juliana, Narciſſo, Miſs Ds 
Came, Mis MzxAG8, Maſter WartsHAam. 


The. And will you ſooth my anguiſh ? [zo Jul. 
Jul. Oh! think us ever true: 

The. And will . brave the danger? [to Nar 
Nar. I fear not but for you ! 


The. Mercy's an Ps virtue : 

Nar. It ſhines ſo bright in you; 

The. Ah! ſooth my boſom's anguiſh; 
Jul. Be happy as we're true! 


— 
Air. Mr. Croucn. 


COME from horror's dreary cell, , 
Where jealoufy-telights to dwell— _ 
Come, fell revenge that never ſleeps, 
. Revenge her fang in mortal poiſon ſteeps, 
And madly laughs and weeps, 
And fmile 44 — pangs, and acts the deeds 
of hell. | 
Come, thou that art above controul, 
Rouſe my vaſt purpoſe—fillmy madden'd ſoul 


8 Air. 
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Air. Mr, KIL T. 


DESPAIR around my head 
It's horror flings, 
My wiſh to live 
No longer clings, 
All hope is fled, 
And in its ſtead, - 
Miſery flaps it's raven wings. 


— Air onVir, KELLY. | 


Ligi:t up the glowing 
At virtue's ſacred fre. . 
Genius of o Heſtie joy - cherub of fame, 
Love the while, 3s 
With many a dunpled ſmile, 
My eager hope ſhall raiſe, 85 
And wicn nis buiy talk augment the blaze. 
Prouc.aimiag thro” valley, o'er hill, and thro? 
Oe, 


The grave of war is the cradle af love. 


| GODDESS of liberty =y ſoul inſpire, 


SIN- 


11 


SINCERITY. 


I TOLD my nymph, I told her true, 

My fields were ſmall, my flocks. were few, 
hile fault'ring avcents ſpoke my fear, 

That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


ro don Fo ee 
vagrant that left my ; 
pr ff et jp] hear; 
And is not Flavia then ſincere ? 


How c d by fortune's fickle wind, 
The fri I lov'd become unkind, 
She heard, and ſhed-a.gen'rous.tear ; 
And is not Flavia then ſincere ? ' 


How, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, 
My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs ; 
This too the heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 


And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains, 


Oo reapthe plenty of your plains ; 


Deſpoil'd of all that you revere, 
I know my Flavia's love's ſincere. 


HENRY AND LUCY, 


DARK was the night, and cold the wind; 

And loud the northern gale, 

And deep was Wanſbeck's roaring tide 
That thunder'd down the Vale. 


„ Adicys 
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« Adieu, my love, kind Henry ſays, ' 
Keen drives the bluſtering rain, 

And Wanſbeck's ſwelling current ſweeps 
« Along the verdant plain. 


« This is the laſt, yes, the laſt time, 
« I' bid my love adieu; 

«« To-morrow's ſun ſhall join our hands, 
If Lucy prove but true.“ 


* O Henry, why that killing word? 
« Why drops the gliſtening tear? 

7 Haſt thou « thonghr thy Lucy will 
* To tuee not prove ſincere ? 


% What fleeting years have roll'd away, 
t Since I receiv'd thy vow ; 
« And when my troth I've plighted ſure, 
« Shall I be faithleſs now? 


A darker cloud o'er ſhades the world, 
“ The moon with holds her ray; 

No glittering ſtars illume the ſky, 

To point my darkſome way. 


«« $00n as the m s orient ſun 
« Shall tmge the clouds above; 
« With joy III fly and ſeize thy hand, 


« To church to lead my love.” 
Dark was the night, and cold the wind, 
And loud the northern blaſt, ; 
When Henry from his Lucy came, 
And o'er the Wauſbeek paſt. 


Before the morning's glimmering. beam 
Had ting d the duſky ſky ; 
He cheerful-yoſe, himſelf array d, 
And paced the plain with joy. 


Dark 
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Dark was the morn, and kcen the wind, 
And deep was Wanſbeck's tide ; 

Avd Henry ſunk bencath the waves, 
Nor reach'd the other fide. 


The morning came, when Lucy roſe, 
And deck d herſelf ſo gay; 

Her bridal maidens gave her joy, 
On this her marriage - day. 


The morning ſun flung o'er the plain 
A warm and lucid beam; 

No Henry came to greet his bride, 
Or-croſs'd the Wanlbeck's ſtream. 


Oft Lucy open'd the creaking door, 
And view'd the river's fide; 

Her cheeks grew pale when ſhe beheld 
The fury of the tide, 


The village train approach'd the door, 
Their tears their ſorrow tell 

Pale Lucy came —a ſhriek the gave, 
And down ſhe ſenſeleſs fell. 


They laid the corpſe of Henry, dead, 


At Lucy's opening door; 
She ſaw the body of her love, 
She ſhriek'd !—and ſaw no more. 


The village bell announc'd their fate, 


Her maids in white array, 
Saw in one grave the Lovers laid, 
On this their bridal daß. 


2 
SONGS, 
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LILLIES OF THE VALLEY. 


BY MASTER SHEPHERD, 


O'ER barren hills and flow'ry dales, 
O'er ſeas and diſtant ſhores, 

With merry ſong and jocund tales 
Pve paſt ſome pleaſant hours ; 

Tho? wand'ring thus, I ne'er'could find 
A girl like blithſome Sally, 

Who picks and culls, and cries aloud, 
Sweet lilles of the valley. 


From whiſtVing over the harrow'd turf, 
From neſting of each tree, 
I choſe a ſoldier's life to wed, 
So ſocial, gay and free; 
Yet, tho? the laſſes love as well, 
And often try to rally, 
None pleaſes me like her who cries 
Sweet lillies of the valley. 


I'm now return'd, of late diſcharg'd, 
To uſe my native toil, 

From fighting of my country's foes, 
To plough my country's ſoil ; : 
| ; I care 


0 
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I care not who, with either pleaſe, 
So I poſſeſs my Sally, 

That little merry nymph, who cries 
Sweet lillies of the valley. 


FYE FOR SHAME. 
BY MRS. ADDISON, 


BEHOLD a damſel in diſtreſs, 
Above ſixteen indeed tis true; 
For ever ſnub'd by aunty Beſs, 
A croſs old maid of forty-two. 
Jo Strephon if I ſmile or ſpeak, 
She cnes, that ſpirit Miſs I'd tame, 
And ſhou'd he kiſs my hand or cheek, 
"Tis forward Huſly, fye for ſhame. 


But yet I know *twixt you and I, 
”Tis envy makes her rail, 
For yeſter ev'ning Parſon Sly, 
Stept in to taſte my father's ale; 
Cloſe up to Beſs his chair he drew, 
Firſt kiſs'd her, then confeſs'd a flame; 
She ſmil'd and bluſh'd, when in I flew, 
And cry'd, fye, aunty, fye for ſhame. 


So let her rail no more at me, 
I think ſhe now may hold her tongue, 

For womankind, I plainly ſee, X 
Are all alike both old and young ; 

And ſhou'd young Strephon urge his ſuit, 
And the happy day I'd name, 

Believe me 1 wou'd not be mut 


Tho' all the world cry'd He for ſhame. 


MOLLY 
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MOLLY OF THE MEAD. 


BY MR DARLEY, 


AS on yon village lawn I ſtray'd, 
One morning in the ſpring, | 
Around the lambs all ſportive play d, 
The birds did blithſome ſing. 
Upon a bank where willow grew, 
[ tun'd my oaten reed, 
How much I am chang'd ſince firſt I knew, 
Sweet Molly of the Mead. 


No ſhepherd was fo blith as I, 
No youth was e'er ſo bleſt, 
In rapture ſweet the time did fly, 
For love then warm'd my breaſt ; 
a her was my ſole employ, 
To her I tun'd my reed, 
And morn and eve my only joy, 
Was Molly of the Mead. Sweet, &c. 


Soon as the ſun reſplendent roſe, * 
One morn I took my way, 
And eager ſought ſome fragrant flox'r, 
To make her look more gay. 8 
Right well ſne ſaw my tender pain, 
And ſoon my fate decreed; 
And now I hve the happieſt ſwain, 
With Molly of the Mead. Sweet, &c. 


H 2 JOCKEY 
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JOCKEY OF THE GREEN. 


BY MISS LEARY, 


NA mair ye bonny laſſes gay, 

Your blithſom ſonnets now diſplay, 
For Jem of Aberdeen; 

But join your voices now with me, 

And as we gang along the Lee, 

Sing Jockey of the Green. 


His locks like any ſun beams play, | 
When Phcebus gilds the firſt of May, 
His face is ruddy ſeen ; 
And then he trips wi fic a grace, i C 
All other lads to him give place, 
Sweet Jockey of the Green. . 


At kirk he ſays he'll take my hand, 
Who can his bonny ſuit withſtand ? 
He ſmiles ſa ſweet I ween : 

I vow my heart cannot deny, 

Wi his kind wiſh I ſhall comply, 


MM. Tockev of the Green. 


SHE NEVER THINKS OF ME. ; 


BY MR. CLIFFORD, 


THE morning dew that wers the roſe, 
Its blooming tints more lovely ſhews ; 
So my Mary's face appears, 

'The pearly luſtre of her tear: ; 
When others woes ſhe weeps to ſee, 


But ah! ſhe never thinks of me. 


When 


E | 


When round the youths in tranſports gaze, 
And love forbids the pow'r the praiſe, 
While ſhe with artlefs mien beguiles, 

And ſweetly wounds her fatal ſmiles ; 

Her triumph ſtill I'm fond to ſee. 
Although ſhe never thinks of me. 


Then go fair ho for ever go, 

Here 111 1 N 45 : 

For Sorrow's ſelf can ſweets impart, 
Sweet every pang that rends the heart ; 
And ſweet to die *twill ſurely be 

For her who never thinks of nie. 
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PLL DIE FOR NO SHEPHERD—NOT I. 
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FT MISS MILNE, 


WHEN firſt on the plain I began to appear 
And the ſhepherds to ogle and figh, 
They call'd me their dear, their delight and their joy, 
But I heed no ſuch nonſenſe — not I. 


Not all their fine words, their flatt'ry and love, 
Tho? they ſwore if I frown'd they ſhou'd die; 

Cou'd bring me to like, to love or approve, 
For I heed no ſuch nonſenſe — not I. 


But now in my turn, I'm in love too I find, 
Tho' believe, 1 for grief ſhould not die, 

Where Jemmy as falſe as the wav'ring wind, 
O! Vl die for no ſhepherd—not I. 


I think the lad likes me and he may prove true, 
And if ſo, I will love till I die; 

But if he proves fickle, then I'll prove ſo too, 
© ! I'll die for no ſhepherd—not J. 


RR THE 
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THE VEIL. 


BY MR. DARLEY. 


AH Faſhion! wherefore doſt thou till, 
The female breaſt with anger fill, 
And teach ſuch cruel arts ; 
"Tis thou that bid'ſ the fair conceal, 
Their glowing charms beneath the veil, 
To tantalize our hearts. 


O! baniſh the bonnet, or draw up the veil, 
/ And crown with ſimplicity. each Britiſh fair, 
No longer their ſmiles and their dimples conceal, 
But let us behold them een juſt as they are. 


Ah Faſhion ; tis thy ruthleſs power, | | 
That *midft the grove and in the bow'r, 
Oft damps extatic bliſs ; 
For when the nectar we ſhould fip, 
The cobweb flutters on the lip, 
And blunts the amorous kiſs. 


O! Baniſh the bonnet, &c. 


* ol Faſhion bid the curtain riſe, 
6 That we may feaſt our 2 eyes, 
With dimples and with nike ; 


Then ev'ry youth ſhall bleſs thy ſway, 
And to thy precepts homage pay, 
Dear goddeſs of our iſles. 


O! Baniſh the bonnet, &c. 
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WE CONQUER, DEAR GIRLS, BUT FOR 
YOU. 


BY MR. CLIFFORD, 


COME ſailors be filling the can, 
The wind is beginning to blow, 

We've time to drink round to a man, 
And then to weigh anchor muſt go. 

What thouſands repair to the firand, 

_ To give us a chearing adieu! 

- Tis plain they believe on the land, 

We conquer, dear girls, but for you. 


| When on the main-top maſt- yard, 
| The ſailor is ſwung to and fro; 
Vet the tempeſt blow ever ſo hard, 
He whiſtles defiance to woe. 
The gale can but laſt for awhile, 
Is always the boaſt of the crew ; 
And then they reflect with a ſmile, 
We conquer, dear girls, but for you. 


When blood ſtains the face of the main; 
Tho? thunder reſounds in his ears, 

The ſailor's a ſtranger to pain, 
The thought with what rapture and pride, 
Each girl will her hero teview ; 
*Tis this makes him danger deride, 

We conquer, dear girls, but for you. 


Tho? battle tremendous Teo 


THE 
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THE WINTER OF AGE. 


BY MR. DARLEY. 


DEAR Clora, let's love while in ſoft wanton gales, 
Blithe zephyrs diſport upon Tweed's limpid ſtream, 
Devoid of all guile to repeat ou: fond tales, 
For pleaſing is convecſe when love is the theme. 
O! think my fair maid, that in life's budding ſpring, 
In love 'tis the duty of all to engage; 
That thence blooming ſummer may 3 bring, 
To comfert the cold hoary winter of age. 


Pomona choice fruits may abundantly yield ; 
Gay Flora ſpread carpets of roſes around ; 
O Ceres begin o'er the yellow dy'd field, 
Make Autumn's rich harveſt diffuſive abound ; 
But theſe nought avail if in life's budding ſpring, 
In tender affection we fail to engage; 
That thence blooming ſummer may happineſs bring, 
To comfort the cold hoary winter of age. 


On Tweed's flow' ry margin where roſy fac'd health, 
Convenes ev'ry morning her ſylvan levee; 

I envy not pomp, nor the ſplendor of wealth, 
Content my dear Chlora, poſſeſſing but thee. 

Let love then my charmer, in life's Pudding ſpring, 
Our fondeſt regard to each other engage; 

That like the kind ivy and oak we may cling, 
From youth to the cold hoary winter of age. 


KATE 


Em 


KATE OF COLEBROOK DALE. 


BY MASTER SHEPHERD. 


WHEN gentle love firſt fir'd my breaſt, 


I rov'd from fair to fair; 

No ſhepherd ſwan was then ſo bleſt 
Or ſa unknown to care. 

O'er heath, o'er hill Itravers'd wide 
And ſought each verdant vale, 

Yet ſtill the laſs of all my pride, 
Was Kate of Colebrook Dale. 


How happy ſure were then my days, 
Such trarquil joys I knew ; ; 


| Whene'er I went I ſpoke her praiſe, 


I fouud her juſt and true. 

For oft in yonder ſhady grove, 
I told my ardent tale ; 

And whiſper'd themes cf fondeſt love, 
To Kate of Colebrook Dale. 


But ah ! how fleeting was my bliſs, 
For I'd no wealth in ſtore ; | 

Her parents thought our love amiſs, 
We part to meet no more. 

But hope ſhall clear my tortur'd mind, 
For what will tears avail. 

Tho? chou wert faithful, fair and kind, 
Dear Kate of Colebrook Dale. 


THE 


2 o : 0 : 1 . .* * . 
4 Sada —— S000. a ey 4 
a, * — ö | k aa | 
* . 
* 


1 


THE HAPPY SHEPHERDESS. 


BY MRS. ADDISON. 
WHEN ſummer ſmiling bids the hills 


With noontide fervors glow, 
I lead my flock beſide the rills 
Which clears the vale below, 
Then elated with joy to the ſhade I repair, 
For I'm ſure the dear youth that I love will be there. 


And when ſoft muſic o'er the plains 
Proclaims the rural dance; 
And bluſhing nymphs and ardent ſwains, 

In eager haſte advance. 


Then elated with joy to the dance I repair, 
For l'm ſure the dear youth that Llove will be chere. 


| Whene'er the cottagers appear 
Upon the village green, 
To celebrate the wake or fair, 
And hail the charming ſcene, 
Then elated with joy to the green I repair, 
For I'm ſure the dear youth that I love will be there. 


— 
I'VE LOST MY HEART TO TEDDY, 
BY M188 LEARY, —— 


YOUNG Teddy is an Iriſh Lad, 
So blith, ſo tight, ſo merry, 
And when in ſcarlet beaver clad, 
The ror of Londonderry. 
Then Teddy ſhun the war for me, 
Ah, Norah, be but ſteady, 
But arrah now it cannot be, 
I've loſt my heart to Teddy, 
O, I've loſt my heart to Teddy. 


N 


When firſt we met twou'd make you laugh, 
We look'd ſo at each other, 
But Cupid play'd too ſure by half, 
My heart was in a pother. 
Ted ſeiz'd my Hand and ſtole a kiſs, 
Indeed, ſaid I, already, 
Then forc'd a frown, but twas amiſs, 
I'd loſt my heart to Teddy, 5 
O ! I'd loſt my heart to Teddy. 


Whene'er the creature meets me now, 
Tis love, when ſhall we marry ? 
I'm half inclin'd to keep my. vow, — 
And that is not to tarry : 
O! *tis ſo ſweet to join the knot, 
And Hymen's always ready, 
A huſband 15—what is he not? 
Il i've loſt my heart to Teddy, 
O! I've loſt my heart to Teddy, 


ROUND ELA. 

| BY MRS. ADDISON. 
LADIES! would you know what magic 

Charms the heart of all mankind ? 
Tis not bloom, nor form _— 

But the beauty of the mind. 
Graceful mien, and bandſome feature, 

Powerful attractions are; 
But choiceſt gifts of nature 

With this gift can ne er compare. 

Ladies ! &c. | 


Gaudy dreſs can ne'er avail you, 
Fine complexion will decay; 
But this beauty ne'er will fail you, 
When all others die away. 

Ladies ! &c. 


If 
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If already love's a duty, 
And in wedlock's bands you're join'd, 
Soon you'll ſee, without this beauty, 


Happineſs you ne'er can find. 
Ladies! &c. 


SEE RUDDY AURORA. 


BY MR. CLIFFORD, 


SEE ruddy Aurora begins to appear, | 
And chaces from hence the dull night, 
Take huntſmen are up and the — gin to chear, 

Ye gods what a glorious ſight. 


Yoicks, 


Jowler and ſweetlips, hark forward away! 
Tantarara we'll hail the ſweet morn, 
To join in ſuch paſtimes no longer delay, 

But follow the ſound of the horn. 


The fox is unearth'd, and the chace is begun, 
Purſuing is each hound and ſteed, | 

He doubles, and tries by his cunning to ſhun, 
His fate, and ſkims o'er the =P 

There cloſely purſued, by the river he aims 
To eſcape to the other fide lawn, 

But alas! he's o'erta'en, and the huntſman proclaims 
His death, by the ſound of the horn. 


Then 2 all your coxcombs and ſweet · ſcented 
aus, ä 
Who delight in the noiſe of the town, 
Hunt ſaſhion and folly and ſuch fooliſh ſhews, 
In purſuit of which oft they are thrown 
Like them where ſuch ſtupid dull paſtime abounds, 
So idly to waſte time we ſcorn, —_ x 
But purſue roſy hcaith, whilſt with horſes and hounds : 
We follow the ſound of the horn, 
| x SONGS, 
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SONGS, Sc. 


IN THE COMIC or ERA OP 


JUST in TIME; 
AS PERFORMED AT COVENT-GARDEN, 


CHORUS, 


HERE, with Liberty bleſt, brighteſt gem of our Iſle, 
United with plenty and health he 

At the reſtleſs ambition of 1 we ſmile; 
Content without title or wealth. 

When the dawn firſt appears, and che lark tunes 

her lay, 

Wee ſriſe to- ſweet ſcenes of delight; 3 

Mirth pleaſantly ſoftens the toils of the day, 
And with paſtime we welcome the night. 


— 


Air Mr. Mvunvsx. 


THE man, x 
Who loves his can, - 
Laughs and jokes, 
Chats and ſmokes, 
Nor dreams of noiſe and State. d 


— 4 the hour, 

That's in his r, 

Tells a tale, galls 
Quaffs his ale, 

Nor fears the frowns of fate. 


= 
Air Mr; Munvex. 


EXAMINE the world with attention, you'll find, 
"Tis intereſt that ſways every claſs of mankind ; 
From the high to the low; 
Is it not-ſo? 
Say, aye or no!” 
You 
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YEE 


You doubt it—T'll give you a ſtriking example, 
Then judge of the others by this ſingle ſample, 
And the truth you'll ſoon know. 

Shall 1 do ſo ? 
Say, aye or no 


Sage Phyſic and Law, don't we every day ſee, 
Will adviſe and preſeribe—but firſt pocket the fee 
With pleaſure I trow ; 
Is it not ſo? 
Your aye or no! 


So in humbler degrees too my maxim will hold, 
Where the main ſprings ſelf- intereſt- the object is 
old : | 
, This all of us know, - 
Is it not fo ? 
Say, aye or no! 


— | 
Air,—Mr. Jon xsTOxE. 


WHEN the lads and the laſſes are met on the green, 
At ſweet Ballinaſloe, or the fair of Clogheen ; | 
With their cheeks red as roſes, and eyes black as 
ſloes, 

See the girls friſk and foot it as merry as Does. 

All the day, 

Piper play, 

Cries Goſſoon, 

_ T*other tune; 

While young Darby and Judy, are footing ſo tight, 
The poor piper keeps puffing from morning till night. 


dy's bonnet of ſtraw wears the token of love, 
Which Paddy had bought her, his paſſion to prove ; 
Fine ribbands and roſes to deck out her hair, 
And the neateſt ſtuff gown to be had in the fair. 
| Sweet ſpoleen | 
On the green, 
When they dine, 
Whiſky fine; 
f The 
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The Piper ſtill playing, the Prieſt he ſays grace, 
And content, love, and jollity, ſmile in each face. 


Now the fair being done, home they jog fide by fide, 
Every lad with cha creature he means for his bride ; 
The next morn father Fogarty call'd with his book, 
Nine or ten jolly couples together to hook. 
Coupling, 
Buckling, 
Pipering, | | 
Fiddling ; - | 
Pather Fogarty, Piper, and all join the route, 
And the new-married couples fall jigging about. 


Air,—Mrs. BLANCHARD. 


THY freedom loſt, no more ſweet, bird, 
In plaintive muſic rue ; 

For, ah ! the wretch, who thee betray'd, 
Enſnar'd thy miſtreſs too | 

Thus ambuſh'd in the wily brake, 
The baneful ſerpent lies; 


And while the nymph its beauty views, 
She feels the ſting and dies. 


| Air — [ri0-Melwville, Stave, and O'Liff, 2y-—Meflrs, 
| IncLEDoON, Munpzx, and JOHNSTONE. 


MELviLLE. 
SINCE my fond heart, Auguſta, 's thine, 
O may thy virgin hand be mine; 
Love, grant me this requeſt ! 


STAVE, 


O fortune ! goddeſs, brown or fair, 
Let Stave be free from worldly care, 
He'll never mind the reſt. 


| We O'Lirrey, 


191 
O'LIFFPEY. 


Safe from fatigue in yonder cot, 
Be quie tneſs O' Liffey's lot, 
And he will then be bleſt. 


TOGETHER. 


Let not, ye powers who preſide, 
Love, eaſe, or fortune be denied, 
And we ſhall all be bleſt. 


— 
* Air. Mr. Quick, 


THE heroes ſtout, who davgers ſcorn, 
May boaſt their arms and tented field; 
Let noiſy Fanie their brows adorn, 
So I the plumed pen may wield : 
Smooth inditing, 
__ Flaſhy writing, | 
Give more pleaſure ſure than fighting. 


In days of yore, fam'd Troy and Greece, 
For Helen's charms contended long: 
Yet all their feats had ſlept in peace, 
But for old father Homer's {org : 
Smooth inditing, 
Flaſhy writing, 
Give more pleaſure ſure than fighting. 


Air. Miſs DAL L. 


BEHOLD, deny'd their airy flight, 
The tenants of the gaudy cage, | 
No more their warblings breathe delight, 
Thoſe notes are chang'd to ſtrains of rage 
And ſhould perchance in happy hour, 
Some friendly hand leave ope' the door, 
Eager they fly the bonds of power, ; 
And gladly part ta meet no more, 


=» 


Not 
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Not ſo the bird whoſe choice is free, 
In jocund ſpring he joins his mate; 
Gaily they range from tree to tree, 
Their little breaſts with joy elate.— 
And if ſome ruder breeze ſhould blow, 
Or chilling rain diſturb-their reſt ; 
Fondly they ſhare each other's woe, 
As deſtin'd partners of one neſt. 


Air, Mrs. Mr. MarTYR. | 
WHEN firſt you won my -virgin heart, 
The time I well remember; 
*T was in the froſt on dreary heath, 
The fifteenth of December. 


The moon was hid, the ſnow had froze, 

The wind blew hard and chilling; 
You ſhiv'ring cried, ** Ah! here ſhe comes; 
Hooks, wou'd the maid were willing.“ 


Love ſmil'd and as we ſliding met, 
Reſolv'd to ſee us humbled, 

Your arm encircled round my waiſt, 

I ſlipp'd and down we tumbled, 


Whilſt thus together we reclin'd, 
On winter's hoary pillow ; | 

You ſwore you glow'd with love ſo true, 
I n&er ſhould wear the willow. 


Air Mr. Fawcertr. 


WERE old Galen to riſe 
From Elyſium below, 
Of modern complaints 
So little he'd know, 
That amaz'd at the change, 
He'd ſoon hurry back, 
And ſtruck . with ſurprize, 
Nor believe his own eyes. | 
13 | For 


1 


For Phyſic's exploded, ſo alter'd the trade is, 

And wou'd you but know how I pleaſe all the ladies, 
I preſcribe a Court dreſs, a rout, or a ball, 

A play, or an opera, or, may be, all 

Firſt couple lead down, *will do, I can tell, 

Croſs o'er back again now my lady is well. 


Let fools their own nonſenſe 
Still ſolemnly broach; 

While they trudge it on ſoot, 
] loll in my coach; : 

They may pore o'er old books, 

And inceſlantly toil ; 

Be their's the dull taſk, 

Mine—Faſhion and Hoyle. 
For Phyſic's exploded, &c. 


—— 
Air — Mr. WiIIsox. 


WHEN on board our trim veſſel we joyouſly ſail'd, 
While the glaſs circled round with full glee, 
EKing and country to give, my old friend never fail'd 
And the toaſt was ſoon toſs'd off by me. 

Billows might daſh, 
Light*ning might flaſh, 
*Twas the ſame to us both when at ſea. 
If a doo pow? rful foe in our track did but paſs, 
We reſolv*d both to live and die free, 
Quick * — her guns, and for each took a 
8. - 
Then a broadſide we gave her with three. 
Cannon might roar, "LF 
Echo'd from ſhore, 
*T was the ſame to us both when at ſea. 


— 
Ain — Mr. In LE DOx. 
IHE mind opprefled—by ſleep may hope 
. To ſooth corroding 45 ; F i 
2 | What 


* 


1 


What hope, alas, if wayward love, 
Denies its kind relief? | 
Riſe then, my fair—thy ſlumbers ceaſe, | 1 
And bleſs thy faithful ſwain ; | 
Whoſe boſom only beats for thee, a | 
Thy abſence all his pain. | 


The mimic death; oh, quick forfake ; 
Awake, my love—=my love, awake | 


* 
— ——— - - 


——— ———— ED _— 
— — —— —- —” —— no oo OOO —OooIIo—_— OO me—_ 
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Duet— Mr. IncLEpon and Miſs DaLL. 


TILL then adieu, —adieu, my love; 
May no untoward fate decree, 
To blight our hopes in early bud, 
And tear my charmer far from me. 
Believe me to my purpoſe true, 
« Till next we meet—adieu, adieu! 


— — — 


— — 


Air.—- Mr. FawcerTT. a if 


LOVE's fev'riſh ft 
Shall intermit, - | 


17 my 1 * 1 } 


Eb try my 3 
Should that i. Fo fail, 
All my fall can invent, 
This pair to torment, 
Emetic, 83 and lotion; 4 
Dilute, ſtarve, and feed, | | 
labor, and bleed, 5 
Px e, and potion. 
Next a bolus of Mes e lovers muſt ſwallow, 
And a ſharp biting bliſter ſhall inſtantly follow. 


Air. {| 
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Air. Mrs. MarTYR. 


INDEED, good Sir, I almoſt fear, 

To truſt myſelf with you ſo near : 

For ſhould you now advantage take, 
And ſteal a kiſs I vow I quake 

You ſhould not make ſuch wanton trips; 
I'd ſquall unleſs—you e, my lips. 


Then pray forbear, nor dare intrude, 
Tho? night ſhould tempt 20 to be rude; 
For ſhould you think to ſnatch a kiſs, 

A ſtep fo bold—T'd think amiſs ; 

Nor ſuffer you to make ſuch trips, 

But ſquall, unleſs—you ſeal d my lips. 


Air. Mrs. BLANCHARD, 


THE ſhipwreck'd tar, on billows toſs d, 
Laſh'd to ſome plank, and ſighing: 

The land in view he hop'd to gain, 
Himſelf o'erwhelm'd and dying, 

Could ſcarce conceive the joy i feel, 
Thus chang'd my hapleſs doom; 

Should fortune ſave him from deſpair, 

And waft the wand'rer home. 


The danger paſt, his boſom calm, 
On friendly aid relying ; 

He ſoon forgets the ſcene that's paſt, 
Each future ill defying. 

'Thus I fo late an —_— ſad, 

No pleaſing view to cheer, 


Protected by your generous love 
I find a haven here - : 


= 


4 
Air.— Mr. Jon xsroxx. 


IN freedom I'd live, though your ſlave I may be, 
Sing farinina, ſing farinane, 

O then to your arms, my ſweet creature, take me, 

Who'll not lie while I'm telling the truth, dy'e ſee. 
ith my chic a che ourilow la lara la lara la le. 


W 

And if while you love, from a breaſt full of hate, 
Sing farinina, ſing farinane, 

You make me a widow in ſpite of old fate, 

When dead you ſhall never again ſee me, mate, 

With my chic a che ourilow la lara la lara le. 


Ihen whilſt we ſtand ill, let us pleaſure purſue, 
Sing farinina, fing farinane ; 

i hate to lcok backwards when beauty's in view, 

For the ſight that is black always makes me look blue. 

With my chic a che ourilow la lara la-lara la le. * 


In all the wide world were no woman but you, 
Sing farinina, ſing farinane 

The reſt ['d forſake and to you would be true, 

Ihen your Iriſhman love, —ogh! I ſee that you do. 

With my chic a che ourilow la lara lara la le. 


— — 
SONGS, &c, 


IN THE FARCE OF 


HARTFORD BRIDGE; 


AS PERFORMED AT COVENT GARDEN, 
Rondeau.—Mrs. CLENDILLON, 
AMIDS'i' the illuſions that o'er the mind flutter, 
Il will not forget my true object of love! 
At parting, the fondeſt concern did he utter: 


J left him !—but yet this heart never ſhall rove; 
O no—this heart never ſhall rove ! 5 
; | E 


11 


He bade me farewell; and my fancy repeated 
His tender expreſſions for many a day: : 
And I think, were I now, unperceiv'd, near him 

ſeated, 
From his lips I ſhou'd ſtill hear the ſoft homage 
__  ftray! 


= 


A1r. Mr. MuNnDEN. 


TIIRO' France, thro? all the German regions, 


Pve rang'd rare objects to diſcover ; 
Seen pretty women in ſuchlegions, 
I thought myſelf return'd to Dover! 
Briſt muſic made me gay, 
And lively all the way; 
For no tune's dull, that once was merry, 
With him who love's the bey down derry / 


The Spaniſh Belle I've ſerenaded; 
And many a night, with the guitar, 
Beneath the lattice-grate paraded: 
Now tinkle, tinkle ; then jar, jar. 
Twas mufic made me gay, &c. 


The fair of Italy to capture, 
A diff' rent ftyle the men invent-o : 
To her the- Canzonet gives rapture, 
Nel cor piu non mi ſento.“ 
Such muſic has its day— 
But is not in my way— 
Yet no tune's dull that once was merry, 


Wich him who love's the hey doxun derry. 


Round, wou'd the girls of Ruſſia chatter— 
And view me o'er with looks of pleaſure; 
Their Cymbals ſounded clitter clatter-— 
And they tript in ſprightly meaſure. 
weet muſic made me gay— 


And joyous all the way 


tu 1 


For no tune's dull that once was merry, | 
With him who loves the hey down derry. | 
| 


CF The repetition of the laſt STAnza, contains 


variation, as foll:aws : 


Round wou'd the girls of Ruſſia chatter--- 
Only eye him !---what a wonder!“ 1 
Their cymbals ſounded clitter clatter | 
And the big drum rumbled thunder 
For Muſic, &c. 


| 
| 
| 
Air, Mr. IncLzDon. | 
| 


O! WITH my deareſt Clara bleſt—. 
This moon-light heath I'd fondly rove ! 
And, evermore, the path ſhe preſt, 
Shou'd be review'd with grateful love) 


The ſweeteſt virtues ſtore her mind, 

To pleaſe, to animate, to warm; 
Truth, Pity, Tenderneſs refin'd, 

Her beauty forms her humbleſt charm, 


Yet angels, viſiting this ſphere, | 
To prove they are of heav'nly wage, | 

And make the wond' ring world revere, | 
Wou'd wear the likeneſs of her face 


GLEeE—FiELDAIR and OFFICERS. 


ERE you © Paſs” you ſhall aid us to drink down 
the Moon ; 
Since in Water alone ſhe is known to delight: 
And 3 up the Sun — for the Grape is his 


Which he ripens by day, to inſpire us at night. 
| | | A R. — 
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GIRLS ſhy appear, 
When * funk leer 3 
2 ſteal aſide, 
- 7 to bize !— 
ut daring grown, 
As things get known, 
1 They giggle, ſimper, 
Niggle and whimper; 
And try to lure, where- ever 10 o, 
The ' Squire, the Jockey, the Rake, the Beau: 
The young, and the old- ones, 8 
The timid, and bold-ones ; 
Yea, with the grave Parſon 
They carry the farce on 
And all are ſnar'd in a row. 


Of Balls the pride, 
Thus Miſs I've ey'd, 
The Minuet pace, 
With Suſbing face. 
But, ere the night 
Had taken flight, 
Pve ſeen her ramping, 
Tearing—tramping ! _ 
Along the room ina CounTRY-DaNCE ; 
Now figuring in with bold advance ; 
Here fetting and leering, 
There craſing and fleering: - 
And when that's completed, 
Before ſhe'll be ſeated, 
A madScoTCH-REEL ſhe muſt prance ! 


1 97 ] 


Air, Mrs, Haar own, 


night, while round the fire we ſat, 
N * d of ghoſts, and ſuch lilce chat, 
A ſtranger, 1. had loſt his road 
Till day ſhould break - implor'd abode : 
Pack-Horſes—" twas his lot to \xoide along— 
Whoſe pow = tray'ller chear with ding, ding, 
ong 


Againſt diſtreſs—tho' we were poor 

My father never ſhut his door. 

I — not how - but from that day 

Tho' form'd by nature briſk. and gay— 
I felt within my beating breaſt a tingling — 
Whene'erthe lively P -horſes bell went jingling, 


When firſt he wander'd to our nook, 
His courſe, i it ſeems, he had miſtook ; 
Now, twice a week he comes that way, 
But never tells us—he's aſtray ; 
And, in his ſong, my name I her him mingling, 


Each time his paſſing Pack-horſe bells go jingling! 


Al R. Urs. CLENDILLON, 


THO' by the tempeſt, the bark rudely driven, 
On the wok ſtrikes, and aſunder is riven |! 
Still the magnet, ingulf d in the main, 
Its virtues unalter'd retain. 
| So the paſſion, he poſleſs'd, 
Ne'ercan pzriſh ; 
But its greetings, 
And fond beatings, 
Will I cheriih, - 
Mid the ſtorms that rend this breaſt! 


k „ 


— 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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THE HEAVING OF THE LEAD. 


MR. INCLEDON, 


FOR England, when, with fav'ring gale, 
Our gallant ſhip up channel "5", 
And, ſcudding under eaſy fail, 
The hizh blue weſtern land appear'd ; 
To heave the lead the ſeaman fprung, 
And to the Pilot chearly ſung, 


By the Deep—Nine ! 


And, bearing up—to gain the port, 
Some well-known object kept in view; 
An Abbey-tow'r, an Harbour-fort, 
Or Beacon, to the veſſel true: 
While oft th- lead the ſeamen ſlung, 
And to the Pilot cheariy ſung, 
„By the Mark——Seven ! 


And, as the much-lov'd ſhore we near 
With tranſport we beheld the roof, 
Where dwelt a friend, or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a matchleſs proof ! 
The lead once more the ſeaman flung. 
And to the watchful Pilot ſung, 
Quarter-leſs— Five!“ 


(3 The expreſſion: Nine" and Seven” in the 
oſfrſt and jecond Stanza of the preceding Ballad, 
mean that the water is ſo many fathoms in depth. 
The termination of the third, intimates, that the 

water is a Quarter of a Fathom, leſs, than Fivs 
Fathoms, | 


Alx. 
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AtrR,—FinAalE ANx D CHorvs. 


THE hour, with diſaſter and ſorrow o'er caſt, 
Not a minute beyond its fix'd limit can laſt ; 
Then why waſte a ſecond in ſteril regret, 

And in counting o'er troubles we ought to forget; 


© RE: 23-3 


Briſk wine, and the mirth- pointed jeer, 

The ſonnet, and Beauty's ſoft leer, 
Shall chear up the flight of Old Time, 

And reſtore him again to his prime. 


Chorus. Shall cheer up, &c. 


Let the virgin and youth, in the feſtive dance rove? 
And wear on their foreheads the myrtles of Love; 
And when old-age approaches, give proof while 


they fing, - 
That the laſt month in winter, is neareſt to ſpring. 


"0 EE Ws, 8. 
With the pipe of the paſtoral ſwain, 
Be r e life's ſhriller ſtrain 
And may Peace on our iſle fix her throne, 
And no more by her pinions be known ! 


Chorus. —— And may Peace, &c. 


Ee } 


5 O N G 8, Sc. 
IN THE OPERA OF THE 
PIRATES, 


AS PERFORMED AT THE 


KING's - THEATRE, HAY - MARKET. 


— ?2— — 


SOME device my aim to cover, 
Deign kind Fortune to ſuggeſt, 

Shall 1 boldly own I love her? 
No—My firſt deſign is ſurely heſt. 


Yet I a wily foe engage: 
Caution is the ſhield of age; 

Hence, vain fears, my heart diſgracing ; 
Love, on the aſſurance placing. 


From thy glorious cauſe ne'er ſwerving, 


Thou ſhalt every doubt repreſs, 
Fortune's ſmiles the bold deſerving, 
Confidence enſures ſucceſs. | 
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LAZ IO- Mr. BanNnisTER, JUN. 


When next I chance to meet her, 
No more for an aſs 
Shall Blazio pals, *' 
But gallantly will I treat her— 


4 


Oh, the pretty, pretty creature. 


But when her wicked charming eyes, 
Where e'er they roll flaſh ſuch ſurpriſe, 

L like an awkward filly clown, 
When ſhe looks up, muſt neuds look down— 


Oh, the pretty; pretty ereaturs, &. 


PH boldly dare her fearful charms, 
Mirch up and claſp; her in my arms ; 


Deſpair gives courage oft to men, 
And ſho old ſhe ſmile, why then——why then— 
Oh, pretty, pretty creature, &c. 


— 


Gli oM. Sinowick: 


THERE, the moon-filver'd waters roam, 


And wanton o'er unſteady ſand, 


Spangling with their ſtarry toam, 


Tae to ring clift that guards the land. 


There ſcreaming ſea bird flits, 


+ 


Dips in the wave his duſk; form; 


Or on therocky turrer fits, 


Th' exalting Demon of the Norm. 


K. 3 There 


— 
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» There, as village legends tell, 

Many a ſhipwreck'd ſeaman's ghoſt 
Liſtens to the diſtant knell, 

When midnight glooms the fatal coaſt. 


— |] 


Avrota, Mrs, Caovcen. 


As wrapt in ſleep I lay, 
Fancy Aaum'dhar . 

A voice, which ſpoke deſpair, 
Cried, Mourn thy lover banifhed. 
Cold, cold, beneath the main, 
Lies he in battle ſlain. - 

Mourn, mourn, thou wretched fair, 
All hope from thee is vaniſh'd ;” 
Upon the rock I ftood : 

Forth from the foaming flood, 

Aroſe the lovely form - 


Of him who now is baniſh'd. 


Looſe flow'd his auburn hair ; 
Gored was his boſom, bare. 

Sinking amid the ſtorm 
He figh'd adieu, and vaniſh'd, 


AIRS FROM THE PIRATES. 
—_ | 


Auxon A—-Mrs. Crouca.. 


LOVE like the opening flower, 
That courts the morning dew, 
Gave promiſe every hour | 

To bring new Charms to view. 


. 


L 20% Þ 


| But ſee the fatal ſtorm, 
Of t power ariſe !. 
Blighted its beauteous form, 
Fhe hapleſs flow'ret dies. 


FaBULINA, MARIETTA, &c. 


a 


$16NnORA STORACE AND ͤ Miss Du Caur. 


LET mirth and joy appear 
Their jocund tale to tell ! 
Charming the liſt'ning ear 

And drown the endious bell. 


— — 


ALTapor—Mr. KELLY. 


MEMORY * 
Paſt joys to ſoothe my ſaul; 
__ points where pleaſures greeting, 
n bright ſucceſſion roll. 
Revenge, content defeating, 
I ſhun thy dire controul. 


Jealouſy no longer heeding, 
Shall I her ard red ; 

Ne'er again my bliſs impeding; 
Will I own Suſpicion's ſway. 


Her conſtancy my ſoul tranſporting, 
With joys too vaſt to be expreſs'd ; 
See fav'ring Love my preſence courting, 
"I come, [haſten to be bleſs'd. 


A CAN- 


4 
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A CANTATA.. 


KNIGHTS-errant of. old: 

By their titles we're told, . » X 
Thonght/mare of their fomacks than fame 3 

ht from ſome treat, 


Welch—OQþ. be A n.. 


Now r * David, 
Indeed the Welch — pea the dedt 
Oh, pleſs the Leek !. 
Milk, Cheeſe, and Curds,. and Nanny Goats, 
With other treats we Taſſies view, 
And tear and ſwear, and * 3 
Oh, pleſs the Leek ! 


French.—Yung Callin foley beart a aug. 


St. Dennis di, mes chere amis, 
En verite behold a me, - 
We French Kings dance away d'ye ſee,, 
— fight for Frogs and Fricallee, 


Iriſti: 


105 J | [ 
Iriſh—4/ly Croaker. 


St. Patric hot as ay ing, with whiſhy and Bumbo, 
Cried out don't bother thus with noiſe and Hurlo 

Thrumbo ; 
Here's one with his Shilaly will ſuddenly all beat ye lis 
Unleſs your v rog and Thiſtles yields to Pat and 

. plump P 

the pl ump Potaty, 
The pretty — Potaty. 


Engliſh—Rule Britannia. 


When Errant Knights in proud array, | | | 
Aſſembled firſt on Clermont's plain, 0p ” 
pn 7 __ 
| ind eve e ſtrain: 
St. Georg gti tor ever live the chief, 
St. Ocoee, Old England, and, roaſt beef! 
Oh the roaſt beef of Old England, 

And, oh the: — roaſt beef ! 


- % 
. 
. 0 
0 . — . —— =y * 
2 . 


THE COMPACT OF FREEDOM. 


[ Tuferted by the particular Defire of Miſs Soanzss, 
Borough, whom ave are under an obligation 10 


| favor, being a Subſcriber] - 


wn n Freedom hail'd this happy 
| a 
The firſt emporium in hes wide Swain : : 
This great beheſt, with a cheerful ſmile 
She will'd : and never may Freedom will in vain. 
Would ye poſſeſs the ſwerts of Liberty, 
* Britons be Loyal! ſo ſhall ye be free.“ 


A Briton 


| 
4 
| 

| 

| 

| 
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4e A Briton blind to duty's pleaſi force, 
* *Tis as if ſpirits ſhould from bodies ſtray ; 
Or erring planets wander from their courſe, 
8 W the influence of the ſolar ray. 
« Wou' d ye poſſeſs, & c. 


« Such duty from the grateful heart as flows, 
To bounteous Heaven, for benefits that fall; 
% Such duty as the Son the Father owes, 

« Owe you Foe King ! the Father of you all. > 

% Wou'd ye poſſeſs, &c.“ 


Rejoice ye Britons !—Freedom's ſons rejoice! 
Laud in your grateful lays a patriot King; 
Fir'd with one ſoul——one ſentiment—one voice, 

To ratify the glorious Compact, ſing. 
So may we taſte the ſweets of Li 
nas, ao Þ may wo be then.” 


THE PROGRESS OF LIBERTY. 


N. in. Print. inſerted by the Raw | 
[New bye in Primi Wo 


Tune. Britannia rults, the Waves.” 


HARE I hark! on yonder diſtant ſhare,, 
The noiſy din of war I hear; 

The ſword's unſheath'd—the cannons roar, 
And Gallia's ſons in arms | 
is France, tis 1 people crys 

Fighting for ſacred tenet 


L 107 } | ' 


Tho? num'rous armies her invade 1 

Of warlike ſlaves, a bard'rous hoſt: 

Of Deſpots crown'd, a grand cruſade, 4 
To cruſh her Liberty they boaſt. | 

But France like Britain will be free, 4 

Or bravely die for Liberty, 4 


No more the grinding hand of pow'r, 
The op' ning bud of reaſon blights ; 
On Eagles wings fair truth ſhall tow'r, 
For man begins to know his rights, 
The iron yoke we crumbling ice, 
Beneath the Cap of Liberty. 


——— ——.ö I ER: 


Go on great ſouls, no dangers fear, 
Thy glorious ſtandard high ereQ 
When freemen to'it will repair, 
And Providence your cauſe protect. 
Go plant on diſtant ſhores the tree, 
Sacred to god-like Liberty. 


No dreams of conqueſt you inſpire, 
Great nature's cauſe depends on thee ; 
Europe will catch the ſacred fire, 
And bid adieu to ſlavery. 55 
Then raiſe your warlike banners high, 
And rally under Liberty. 


No longer war, of Kings the ſpoil, 5 
Uſurping nations ſhall divide; 
Nor ſtain with blood each fruitful ſoil, 
By Nature form'd to be allied. 
But Britons hope the world to ſee, 
Liberty wm 


Unite in Peace and 


TOBY 
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TOBY TOSSPOT. 


My name's Toby Toſspot, come hither to me, 
And paſs the dull moments, to flincher you'll ſee, 
With drink, mirth, and ſong, 
I the moments prolong, 
From morning to night, 
'Tis all my delight 
To puſh round the bumper as briſk as a bee, 
For good liquor is ſweet as its honey to me. 


To tipple all day I confider no crime, | 
Or indeed all the night, for I never heed time, 
For I laugh and I fing, oy 

Drink a health to the king, 
I have no time to ſpare, * 
+ For thinking or care, 8 
But I puſh round the bumper as briſk a bee, 
For good liquor's as ſweet as its honey to me. 


As time circle round, we know all muſtdecay, 
Then give me good liquor tomoiſten my clay; 

Let my life. run its date, | 

I care not for fate, | 

Ihave no time to ſpare, 

| For thinking or care, 
But I puſh round the bumper as briſk as a bee, 
For good liquor's as ſweet as its honey to me. 


* 


E- $91 
THE MARSEILLES MARCH, 


SUNG BY THE MARSEILLES GOING TO BATTLE, 
BY GENERAL KELLERMAN'S ARMY, 


AND AT THE.THEATRE IN PARIS, 2 


YE Sons of France awake to glory! 
Hark ! hark! what myriads bid you riſe, 
Your children, wives, and grandfires hoary ; 
Behold their tears and hear their cries, 
Shall hateful tyrants—miſchief breeding 
With hireling hoſts—a ruffian band 
Afﬀright—and defolate the land, 
While peace and liberty lie bleeding ! 


CHORUS, 


To arms! to arms ! ye brave 

Th' avenging ſword unſheath— 

March on! march on! all hearts reſolv'd 
On victory or death. 


Now! now ! the dangerous ſtorm is rolling, 
Which treach'rous kings — confederate raiſe, 
The dogs of war let looſe are howling, 

And lo, our fields and cities blaze 
And ſhall we baſely view the ruin, . 

While lawleſs force, with guilty ſtride, 
Spread deſolation far and wide, 

With crimes and blood his hands embruing? 

To arms! ye brave, &c. 


With luxury and pride ſurrounded, 

The vile inſatiate deſpots dare 1 
Their thirſt of power and gold unbounded, 
To unite and vend the light and air, : 
2 K e 


1 
8 
nd 
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Like beaſts of burden would they load us 
Like gods, would bid their ſlaves adore, 
But man is man—and who is more 

Then ſhall they longer laſh and goad us. 

To arms, ye brave, &c. | 


O liberty ! can man reſign thee, 
Once having felt thy gen'rous flame . 
Can dungeons —bolts—_and bars confine thee, 
Or whips, thy noble ſpirit tame? | 


Too long the world has wept bewailing, 


That falſehood's dagger tyrants wield, 
But freedom is our ſword and ſhield, 
And all their arts are unavailing. 
To arms, ye brave, &c. 
THE JOYS OF THE COUNTRY. 


+ LET bucks and let bloods to praiſe London agree, 


O the joys of the country my jewel for me, 

Where iweet is the flow'er which the May buſh 

And how-charming to gather it but for the thorns ; 

Where we walk over the mountains, with health 
our cheeks glowing, 


As warm as a toaſt, honey, when itan't ſnowing, 


Where nature to ſmile when ſhe joyful inclines, 
And the ſun charms us all the year round when it 


O the mountains, and vallies, and buſhes, 


'The pigs, and the ſcreech owls and thruſhes, 
Let bucks and let bloods to praiſe London agree, 
O the joys of the country my jewel for me. 


There 
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There twelve hours on a firetch we in angling 
delight, 
As patient as Jobs, * we ne'er get a bite, 


There we pop at the wild-ducks and frighten the 
crows, — 


While ſo lovely the iſiccles hang to our cloaths ; 
There wid aunts, and wid couſins, and grandmo- 


ders talking, 
We are * in the rain while we're all out a 
walki 


ng, ; 

While 2 2 cling round each fair 
e, SES 

That they look all like Venus's ſprung from the ſea. 


Then how ſweet in the dog-days to take the freſh air, 
When * ſave you expence the duſt powders your 


air, | 
Thus pleaſures like ſnow- balls increaſe as they roll, 
And tire you to death, not forgetting the bowl ; 
With mirth and good fellowſhip always uniting, 
We agree, that is, when we're not ſqaubling and 
fighting, | | 
Wid good 2 and pint bumpers we bodder the 
Yo hend, 
Juſt to ſee Who moſt gracefully ſtaggers to bed. 


— 
HOLIDAY TIME, 


"BY W. k. 


TuntThe Flowing Can. 
A MERRY life's, a life for me, 
I own love it dearly, 
When Eaſter comes I then agree, 1 
2 or 
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For mirth to riſe up early, 
Then with a ſmile I haſte away 
So ſprucely dreſt—in all my beſt, 
There's no one is more gay 
Then with a flaſh, 
I cut a daſh, 
No harm I find in this; 
But with an air, 
To Greenwich fair, 
I go to toy and kils z | 
For while good-humor's found, 
And mirth, and joy goes round, 
5 5 , 
romp little, - 
And wich a little, 
And fing a little, 
And drink a little, 
And dance a little, 
And kiſs a little, 
And thus keep — 


With hearty lads I j join, 
My mind to fear a ſtranger, 
If love and mirth is mine, 
Where then can be the danger ? 
There's none, that Ican find is nigh ! 
For in and out 
And round about, 
As wild as birds we fly, 
vp hill, down dale, 
| ith joy we fail, 
To hear the 10 le's ſound, 
We trip along, 
Or tune a ſong, 
Such pleaſure then is found, 5 
Wene'er 2 way to fear, 


Or that old miſer care, 


4 


To 
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To paſs time away, 
% rom Thad, 
and laugh a little, 
Andi ſing a little, 
And drink a little, 
And dance a little, 
And kiſs a little, 
And thus keep holiday. 


From pleaſure who would be debar'd, 

While bleſs'd with youth and beauty ? 
Each lad, and laſs, would think it hard, 

Forlove with youth's a duty, + 
Then while we can we'll fing and laugh, 

'To mirth and fan, 
The f i laßt rel uaff, 
in s we 7 
b Prink to the bel, 


I do proteſt, : 
Who ſtill are kind and gay, 
| No danger near, 
We baniſh fear, 
Good-humor to diſplay ; 
For while that pleaſure's found, 
And mirth and joy goes round, 
To paſs the time away; 
We romp a little, 
And hack a little, - 
And ſing a little, 
And drink a little, 
And dance a little, 
| And kiſs a little, 
And thus keep holiday. 


ee | 
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ROSY MAY. 
BY DESIRE OF A FEMALE SUBSCRIBER, 


WHEN rural lads, and laſſes gay, 
Proclaim'd the- birth of Roſy May, 
When round the May-pole on the green, 
'The ruſtic dancers all are ſeen ; 


*T'was there young Jocky met my view, 


His like before I never knew, 
He pip'd ſo ſweet, and dance ſo gay, 
Alas Phe danc'd my heart away. 


At eve, when cakes and ale When round, 
He plac'd him next me on the ground; 
With harmleſs mirth and pleaſing jeſt, 
He ſhone more bright than all the reſt: 
He talk'd of love, and preſs'd my hand, 
Ah! who could ſuch youth withſtand; 
Well pleaſed I heard what he could ſay, 
His charms has ſtole my heart away. 


He often heav'd a tender ſigh, 
While raptures ſparkled in fis eye; 

So winning was grace and air, 

He might the coldeſt heart enſnare; 
But when he aſk' d me for a bride, 

I promis'd ſoon and ſoon compli'd. 


hat nymph on earth could ſay him nay ? ' 


Alas ! he ſtole my heart away. 


. 
* 


THE 


* 
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Preſident's Companion; 


o R, 
COMPLETE TOAST-MASTER. 


— 


5 18 all over the world. 


May the turnpike- road to happineſs be free from 


N and the bye ways furniſhed with guide- 


May the bloom of friendſhip never be ripped 3 in 

e DU \ 

May the Grammar of life be conſtrued without the 
accic nts. , 

May the tide of fortune float us into the harbour 
of content. | 

May friendſhip be enlivened by good en but 
never wounded by wit. 8 


May 
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May the Spaniards know HOWE ever to be the 
conqueror of the ſeas. 

May the time-piece of life be regulated by the dial 
of Virtue. 

May we never want a bait when we fiſh for content. 

May the always differ from a Vicar 's horſe— 
not be by a miniſter. 

Ma eden never be fcrifed bythe tongue of 


he ales of conjugalettion compenſate the 

of fortune. 

May the ſpirit of contradiction be laid aſleep, while 

conviviality and good humor are enlivened by 

the jyice of the vine. 

May we ever keep the whip-hand of our enemies. 

Ma n year ſtrengthen our friend- 
increaſe our proſperity. 

„ REIN Es Ws ps ts 

May we always forget when we forgive an inj 

Flay te feng hear poſſe th forme the mile 


Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. ; 
The firſt tribute due to friendſhi ratitude. 
May c_—_ be the Py of- a_ ſtrut 

| wi rei , to the deſtruction trade 
1 
121 be who has neither wife, miſtreſs, nor eftate in 
C. never have any * the government | 
it. 


May temptation never conquer virtue. 
Plenty to a generous 

May every day be happier than the laſt. 
May we never 40 what we cannot obtain. c 
May virtue 1 — when wickedneſs is our 


"The 
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The memory of our brave anceſtors who brought 
| aabout the Revolution, and a ſimilar ſpirit actuate 
their deſcendants, 
| May healih paint the cheek, and ſincerity the heart. 
| May poverty be a day's march behind us. 4» 


May we breakfaſt with health, dine with friendſhip, 
crack a bottle with mirth, and ſup with the god- 
deſs contentment, ' | 

A ſpeedy exportation of all the enemies of Great 

Britain without a drawback, 

May we take reaſon and patience in the right-hand, 
and hope in the left, 

May the regard we have for our own characters 
deter us from injuring others. 

May the examples of evil produce good, and re- 
ward effect that reformation to which puniſhment 
has proved ineffectual. 

Proſperity to the hberty of the preſs in aſſerting the 
rights of the 1 to it when inſult- * 
ing to the ſufferings of the ſovereign, | 

May mirth and wiſdom always go hand in hand. 

May life laſt as long as it's worth wearing. 

May Juſtice overtake oppreſſion. 

Health to the King; proſperity to the People, and 

may the miniſters direct their end avours to the 
public good, rather than engage in party diſtinct- 
ions. 

When bravery ſecures victory to Britain, may 
mercy aid the conqueſt. ; 2 

May genius and merit never want a friend. 

May fortune be always an attendant on virtue. 

May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, and 

friends to nothing but merit. ä 

Frugality without meanneſs. 

May the miſer grow poor and the benevolent rich. 
Gaiety and innocence. 


5 Merit to win a heart and ſenſe to keep it. 


_— 
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May love and reaſon be friends and beauty and pru- 
May * be ſound though our fortune bg. 


rotten. ; 
May honeſty and induſtry never go unrewarded. 
May thoſe who 1 title of gentlemen by 
birth deſerve it by their lives. 
A bottle and friend unto our life's end. ; 
May our ability for doing good be equalled by our 
1 On. 
. without meanneſs, and dignity with- 
out pride. | 
May the ſons of freedom increaſe and multiply. 
The nation, the Law, and the King. 
May Wiſdom and Diſcretion be our pilots. 
Sincerity in friendſhip, and conſtancy in love. 
May ingratitude be puniſhed with reproach. 
Virtue and chaſtity to the petticoat race, 
May trade encreaſe with peace and plenty. 
May criticiſm be circumſcribed with candor. * 
The harveſt of life love, wit, and humor. 


What's thought of and leaſt talked of. 


Proviſion to the unprovided. 

_ reaſon guide the helm when paſſion blows the 
gale. | N 

May the bloſſoms of friendſhip never be blighted. 

May we be more m_y to correct our own faults, 
than to publiſh the faults of others. 

May we never meet an old friend with a new face. 

Succeſs to every real patriot, who thinks, and 
ſpeaks,-only for the good of his country, 

Youth without folly-and age without pain. 


May thoſe who would enſlave others ſlaves - 
themſelves. . © e Go 

The cauſe for which Hampden bled in the. field, 
and Sydney on the ſcaffold. | 


To à kind female, a generous lover. 


May 
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May our endeavours always be ſucceſsful when ei. 
gaged under the banner of juſtice. 

Health, peace, and plenty. | 

_ the general toaſt cf England be liberty and 

onor. 

May we never condemn by hear- ſay nor applaud 
by faction. | 

May the wings of liberty never want a feather. 

May ftateſmen with brilliant talents make good 
uſe of them. . 

May the devil ride rough and hard over the raſ- 
cally part of the creation. £ 

Champaign to our real friends and real-pain to 
our ſham ones. EOS 

Honeft men and pretty women. 

May the eye of ſcience pierce through the miſts of 
obſcurity. _ 

The friends of freedom, and may our liberties 
never be ſwallowed in a Pitt. 

Integrity to thoſe who wear the robes of juſtice. 


May ſure plans be formed to fave a ſinking ſtate. 
The Conſtitution Gentlemen | 


'The face that never paints. | 


Phe reſurrection of friendſhip and the funeral of 


animoſity. 


To the memory of our parted friends. 


May the tree of liberty branch over the world; 
and-every man taſte of its fruit. | 


Drops of comfort and a draught of delight. 


The pleaſure of pleaſing realized. 

May our pleaſures -be boundleſs while we have 
time to enjoy them. . | 

Conſcious honor when peace of mind is abſent. 


The raced memory of King William, who ſaved 


us from popery, {lavery, arbitrary power, wood- 
en ſhoes, and braſs money. p 5 


No revolution in a good conſtitution. 
| . May 
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May the opening bud of liberty never be blighted 
by the chiling bla of deſpotiſm. By 
Ihe ariſtocracy of virtue. 8 | 
May the friends of the bottle never want health, 
wealth, roaſt-beef, and claret. 1 
Peace, liberty, and liberality throughout the world. 
| Happineſs to thoſe who by ſtrive to gain it. 
The King, and may he long remain the pillar of 
our glorious Conſtitution. - 5 
The People, and may they ever have the leading 
hand in Government. | ; 
| oy ſucceſs attend us, whilſt we continueto de- 
erve it. : 
May the endeavors of deſpots to enſlave mankind 
.-. ever meet with diſgrace and overthrow. 
May liberty of thought and action finds its way to 
every corner of the earth. - - 
May the glowing and invigorating ſun of liberty 
ſpread its enlivening influence throughout the 
world. us $ + - > F 
May honeſty, virtue, and genius riſe to power and 
| 2 honors, whilſt roguery, folly, and vice fink * 
3 . into ſhame and diſgrace. A 
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